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BCKTK XIIL 



THE ARGUMENT, 

TI'^/oMrtii Baiih COntinvftt, in ^AtcA J\t''rpiunt t 

Neptune, com^tTned for Ihft loiis of the Grnnijinit upon Kcint 
the TDttiGctltDn forced l>y K«ctaf (^ha had itnlercd the fit 
Dcirthe stELli^jnof the AJR\c>,} sumnieji ih« shape of t'hil 
chaj, and iuspirea tbo^e hf rof s to oj^pose him ^ th^fn^ in tfi 
fonn of onfr of ihe g'enerala, eftcouraj^e^ the oth<:i' frrcckit whii 
btd retired to I he it Tesaeli* The Aj an°i form ihcrr tr:>opS ID 
m c1qs« i^balanx, nnd put a slop to Hectc^f trnd the Troj;iiHh 
Several de^ds of TaloEir mre p^rfinnmed ^ Mrrinnes^ lotinj^ bil 
■pear in lh« enroucter, repairs \o s^.tk another at the Ten I of 
]idon3<n?|]ii- thiQ E^4^c at^io us a <copv«;r5Btian bf I^ceq those tifv 
wiiriors. irho reUim tog'Plher 10 the holTls- If^^men? ut li^ 
□ftUz^a hi&ctiuntfe aboTt^ the rest; h^lillls Othr^oneuf, ^tie*» 
and Alc&lhous ' T>elphobtf5 ind ^^^rteas mnrcfj ei gainst him, 
mod At l(^nf t h 1 dome m us re ti rea. M e nt- 1 e< ua uro uti ds II ele nni 
ftod ktlU Pi-afidfrf. The Trojnns are repul^d in the !f ft wir;^ ; 
Hector ttill ke^ps hia ^rounid it|;uuiat the A^ait-a, til], bclw 
^»lL1f<1 b^ Lhe Loofkan ^\'\f^f:;t:^i and archer;!^ Fc* I J d nmal •£ 
rtrei to call » council of war: Hector approvea hia advice^ 
out g^i first 10 rally the Twjftng ; uphrsiida VBt'^S^ reioktii P*- 
Ijd&in^a me ell. Ajai m^ain^and reniiwi the ntlAcfa. " 

Tbe eightand-twentieth dar atill t:9ntimiei. Th* KtJK tli^ 
ti«Btdili4 &RC»D wall mA the leaAhore, 



Whlh now the Thunderer on the sea-beat coast 

Had fix'd great H^icTor and Itts conqiiering htist 

He left them lo the FateSj iti hloofly fray 

To toil and strus^le through tbe well- fought day. 

Then tum*ri to Thracia frfmi the fielH of fight 

Those eyes that shed Insufferable light 

To wheny he Mysinns pmve their mprtial forct^ 

And harftv Thracians tame the savage horse ; 

And whf^re the iar-fam'd Hippemcjli^iat) stmy% 

BoMum*!) for justice and for length of days: 
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Thrice happy nee ! that, iimoeent^of Idood, 

From milk, innoxious, seek their nrnple food: 

Jove sees delighted ; and avoids the scene 

Of guilty Troy, of arms, and djing men : 

No aid, he deems, to either host is^iven, 

While his high law suspends the powers of heaven. 

•Meantime the *Monarch of the watery main 
Observed the Thunderer, nor observed in vain* 
In Samothracia, on a mountain's brow, 
Whose waving woods overhung the deeps beknry 
He sate ; and round him cast his azure eyes, 
Wlwre Ida's misty tops confusedly rise ; 
Beiow, &ir [lion's glittering spires were seen ; 
'Jlie crowded sliips, and sable seas between. 
There, from the crystal chambers of the main 
liimeig'd, he sate; and moum'd his Aigives siiUn. 
At Jove uicens'd, with grief and fuiy stung, 
Prone down the rocky steep he rush'd along; 
Fierce as he past, the lofty mountains nod. 
The forests snake ! earth trembled as he trod. 
And felt the footsteps of th' immortal God. 
From realm to realm Uixee ample stiidcs he toQk» 
And, at the fourth, the distant JEgas shook. 
Far in the bay his shming palace stands. 
Eternal frame! not rais'd by mortal hands: 
This having reach'd, his brass-hooPd steeds he leins 
Fleet as the winds, and deck'd with eplden 
Refulgent arms his mighty limbs infold, 
[mmortal arms of adamant and gold. 
He mounts the car, the golden scouige applies* 
He aits superior, and the chariot flies: 
His whirling wheels the glassy surface 8weq>; 
I IV enormous monsters, rolling o'er tlie deep^ 
Gambol around him on the wat'iy way; 
And heav}' whales in awkward measures pltQr, 
The sea subsiding spreads a level plain. 
Exults, and owns the monarch of the maini 

•JfcptHM. 
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he parti n|^ wa^es before his coursers fly f ■ 
The wondering waters leave iii$ axLe dry. 

Deep in the liqtnu regions iiesi a cave ; 
Btiiween where Tenedos the ^i^c:a lave , 
AnH rricky Imbrus hreak£;ihe rolling wave i 
There liie g?feal ruler of the azure round 
SioppVl his sivjft chariot, ami hia steeds unbound, 
f^ii w'iih ani'"^m^ial heirbage fiom hts liand, 
And linked their fetlocks with a golden bandp 
nfrnngiblet immortal: there they stay. 
The father of the ilnods pursues ids wa.y ^ 
\^'hereJ like a tempest darkening heaven around. 
Or fiery deluge dmt devour si the ground, 
Tb* inipat^ieot Trojans, in a gloomy lhtong:i 
Embattled roU'd^ as Hector nish*ri along: 
To the lood tumult aq.d die barbarous crvi 
The Heavens re-echo, and the shores reply; 
They vow destruction to the tSrecian nainCi 
And in their iiope^;, the fleets already flame, 

But Weptuiio, riaing fiom the seas profound* 
The God whosse cani^quake^ rock the solid ground, 
Now wears a mortal form ; like Calchas seen. 
Such his burl voice^ and such hig manly mien j 
His shouts inces^nl every Greek inspire^ 
But most th* Ajacesj adding fire to fire. 

*Tts yours, warriors^ all our hopes to rai$ft ; 
Ob .recollect your ancient worth and praise : 
n'js yours tn save ue, if you eea^ to fear; 
Fliglit, more than shameful, is destructive herai 
Dii other v^orks though Troy with fury fail, 
Ami pour her arniies o'er ooi battered" wall ; 
Tliere, Greece has strength i but this, ihis parto'er- 

tbmihii, 
Her strength were vain ; I dread for you alone. 
Here Hector ra^es like the force of fire^ 
Vaunts of his Gi,df,and calls high Jove his sire. 
If yet some heaven Iv power vou^- breast excite. 
Breathe ja your liearts. and sirins your arms tc fifht- 



Nor deekH thin day, this battlt, bU ]m» kitt< 
A day nUHtf black, a late more vile eoouea, 
Let each reflect, who piiset &me or breaiht 
Oil endless in&m7,on initant death: 
For lo ! the fated time, th' appointed ahoie; ^ 
Hark ! the eaiM burst, the br&zen banieiv tmx i 
Inipetoous neecor thunders at the wall.; 
The hour, the spot, to conquer, or to foU. 

These words the Grecians* fitinting liearts fisMpiN^ 
And listening armies«atch the godlike &n. 
FixM at his post was each bold Ajax found, . 
With well-rang'd squadrons strongly circled loond: 
80 close then- order, so dispos'd tlwur fight, 
As Pallas' self mieht view with fix*d deligjii; 
Or had the God of War inclined his eyes, 
The God of War had ownM a iust surprise^ 
A chosen phalanx, firni, resolvkt as Fate, 
Descending Hector and his battle wait 
An iron scene gleams dreadful o*er the fields, 
Armour in armour lock'd, and shidds in shields, 
Siicars leanon spears, on taigets taigets throi^ 
Helms stuck vo helms, and man drove man akm^ 
The floating plumes unoumber'd wave above. 
As when an earthquake stirs the nodding giove ; 
And, levell'd at the diies with pointing rqvs. 
Their brandish'd lances at eacn motion bUxe. 

Thus breathing death, in terrible array. 
The close-compacted legions uig*d their way t 
Fierce they drove on, impatient to destroy ; 
Troy chaigM the first, and Hector first of Tray. 
As firom some mountain's craggy fiirehead Umi, 
A rock*s round finagmeot flies, with Airy borne, 
(Which from the stubborn stone a torrent rends) 
Precipitate the pondeious mass descends: 
From steep to sleep the rolling ruin bounds ; 
At every sKock the crackling wood resounds ; 
Still eathering fesse, it mom ; and, uig'd aroainv 
^'**ii8, leaps, and thunders downi inpsUaous 19 tlia. 



I'liere sloi^s— Pc Hcctoi-. Their whole foroft h« piov'di 
R^Mlt^ss vvhfln iie rS4jM, antl when he stnpt, iiTUTuiv'*d. 

Dn hi] 11 tlie wnr is bctit^ the dairtfi a^re amd. 
And aJ] lht;ir l^lcliions wnvc around his head; 
RepulsM ha stands, nor fnim his ^and r«Ljrea ; 
But with repeated shouts his annj Afds. 
Trnjana.* be finn ; iliig ann uhall malite yniir way 
Through yin\ Ef[uarc iKjdy^ mid tliat bLajck array. 
Siand, and my sp«ar sh:ill ruut their scattermg i^o^ror* 
Sorting OK th«y scicm^ embattled like a tower. 
For he tliat Juno^s heavenly bosom warms, 
The fir§t of Gods, this day inspirujs our ajmi^ 

lie said, and musM iheeoul in ev^ij breast; 
Uig'd with desire of fame, beyond the rest, 
Fortli marched DeTphobus; but, marching, held 
Before his wary steps hi& ample s^liield. 
Bold Meriou aimVI a stroke [uar aimM ft wideD 
The ghtteriiig javeliiii iiiei-cM the tou^rh bull hide; 
But pieicM not through: unfaithful to his hand. 
The point broke short, and sparkl<*d in tlie saacL 
The Trojan ^'ajrior, touchVl wiiij timely fcar, 
On the raisM orb to distance bore tlie sj>ear : 
The Grei'k retreating moiim*d his frustmie blow, 
Anil cursVl the treacherous lance that spai'd a ltie> 
Then to the ships .with surly speed he went. 
To seek a ^urer javelin h\ his tent 

Meanwhile with rising rage the battle glows^ 
The tunij-ilt thickens^ and Uie clamour grownw 
By Teucef s arm d^e warlike tmbrius bleeds, 
The snn qf Mentor^ rich in generotis steed «. ' 

Ere yet to Troy die sons of Greece wvr^ led. 
In faii^ I'efheiis"'' verdant pasiuit!!; bred, 
The youth Uv\ dwell ; remote from war's alnrms, 
And bless V] in bright Medcsicaste's arms: 
fTliis nymplu ilic fruit of Priacn's ravished joy, 
Xlly'd the warrior lu the house of Troy.) 
To Troy, wlicti glor- caird his arms, !ie i^anae, 
And iDBtch'd ttie bravskt of her chieJ^ in fauiat 
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^itfa PnunV Mini, « guardkin of Um throne, 
He livM belov'd and honoiur'd as h^ own : 
Him Teucer pierc'd between the cxiroat and ear ; 
He groans beneath the Telamonian spear. 
As from some far>seen mountain's airy crown, 
Subdu'd by steel, a tall ash tumbles down, 
And soils its verdant tresses on the ground : 
So falls the youth ; his arms the fall resound. 
Then Teucer rushing to despoil the dead. 
From Hector's hand a shining javelin fled : 
He saw, and shunned the death : the forceful dart 
Sung on, and pierc'd Amphimachus's heart, 
Cteatus' son, of Neptune's ibrceful line ; 
Vain was his courage^ and his race divine ! 
Prostrate he falls ; his clanging arms resound. 
And his broad buckler thunders on the grouna. 
To seize his beamy helm the victor flies^ 
And just had fasten'd on the dazzling prize, 
When Ajax' manly arm a lavelin flung; 
Full on the shield's round boss the weapon rung; '», 

He felt the shock, nor more was doom'd to feel| fej 

Secure in mail, and sheathed in shining steel. t}^ 

Repuls'd he yields j the victor Greeks obtain i\L 

The spoils contested, and bear off the slain. 4,^ 

Between the leaders of th' Athenian line, )>\ 

(Stichius the brave, Menestheus the divine,) >,. 

DeplorM Am^himachus, sad object .' lies ; >i, ' 

Jmbrlus remains the fierce Ajaces' prize, 1^,? 

As two grim lions bear across the lawn, j^i.J 

Snatch'd A-om devouring hounds, a slaughtered fkw» ^^^ 
In their fell jaws high-lifting through the wood, ^ ^ 

And sprinkling all the shrubs with drops of blood ; i^^J 
So these the ^ef: great Ajax from the dead ' ^ 

Strips his bright arms, Oileus lops his head : ^ 

TossM like a ball, and whirPd in air away, jj «> 

At Hector's feet the gory visage lay. '^ t 

The God of Ocean, firM with stern disdain, j!; 4 

And pierc'd with sorrow for his ^grandson slaib, ^^ t] 

* Amphinwchiw. ^, S 
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Inspires the Grf^ciari hearts, cotifirms tb^ir batids 
Ana breathes JesiruotioLi on the TF()j;in hj,nds. 
Swift as a whirlwind rushing tf) the fleet, 
He finds the lancc-tUru'd I dome q of Crete j 
His pensive brow the generous care ejcpresl 
With which a wounded soldier touch'd his brea;6t, 
Whom in the chance of war a javeJin tnttf 
And hb $ad cftmrades from the battle bore j 
Him to the surgeons of the camp he $ent ; 
That oflice paid; he isjiued from his tent. 
Fierce for the light : to whom the God Iwj^a, 
In Thoas* voice, Andrsemon's valiant soi^, 
Who nil'd where Calydon^s while rocks arise, 
And Pleuron''3 chedky elilfs euibJaze the ^kles. 

Where's now th' im|>erioua vaunt, the daring boaat 
Of Greece victorious and proud llion lost ? 

To who(n the kingi On (Jreece no blame be thrown 
Arms are her trade, and war is aU her own. 
Her hardy heroes from the well -fought plains 
Nor fear withhold$, nor Mhameful sloth dftains, 
»Tis heaven alas .' and Jove*s all powerful doom, 
That fart far dif^tnnt from our native home 
Wills. us to fall, inglorious ! Oh my friend ! 
Once foremost in the fight, stiJl prone to lend 
Out arms or counsels j now perlonn thy best, 
And what ihna canst not singly, ur^e the rest. 

Tliue he ; and thus the (^od, whose force can 
The solid globe's eternal basis shake. 
Ah ! never may he see his native land. 
But feed the vukures on this hateful strand, 
Who seeks ignobly in his ships to islay. 
Nor dares to <;ombat on this signal day J 
For this, behold ? In horrid arms I shine, 
And urge thy soul to rival acts with mia«. 
Together let us battle on the plain ; 
Two, not the worst j nor e'en this succouf tbIi 
Not vain the weakest^ if their force tmite ; 
Bui ours> the bra.vest ha.ve confessed in &ga]U 
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This said, he rushes where the combat bums-s 
Swift to his tent the Cretan king returns. 
From tlience two javelins glitterins in his baud, 
A'nd clafl iu arms tliat lightenM all the stmnd* 
Fierce on the foe th^ impetuous hero drove , 
Like Ughtning bursting from the arm of Jove, 
Which to pale man the wrath of heaven decUueSt 
Or terrifies the offending world with wars; 
In streamy sparkles, kindling all the skies, 
From pole to pole ^le trail of glory flies. 
Thus his bright armour o^er the dazzled throng 
GleamM dreadful, as the monarch flashM aloo^ 

Him, near his tent, Meriones attends ; 
Whom thus he questions: Ever best offrioadal 

say, m every art of battle skilled. 

What holds thy courage fjrom so brave a field? 

On some unpoitant message art thou bound, 

Or bleeds my friend by some unhappy wound/ 

Inglorious here, my soul abhors to stay. 

And glows wi,th prospects of th* approaching day . 
O prince ! (Meriones replies) wnose care 

Leads forth th* embattled sons of Crete to war; 

This speaks my grief; this headless lance I wield { 

The rest lies rooted in a Trojau shield. 
To whom the Cretan : Enter, and receive 

The wanted weapons ; those my tent can give; 

%«ar8 1 have store, (and Trojan lances alll 

That shed a lustre round the lUiunin'd wait 

Though I, disdainful of the distant war, 

Nor trust the dart, or aim the uncertain spear, 
, Yet hand to hand I fight, and spoil the slain ; 
I And thence these trophies and these arms I gpua. 
I Enter, and see on heaps the helmets rolPd, 

And high-hung spears, and shields that flame with gold. 
Nor vain (said Merion) are our martial toils; 

We two can boast of no ignoble spoils. 

But those my ship contains ; whence distant liu, 

1 figlit eoRsptouout in the van of war. 
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What need I more? if any Gieek there be 
Who knows not Merion, I appeal to thee. 

To this, Idotneneua The fields of fight 
Have prov'd thy valour, and unconquer*d might | 
And were some anibush for the foes design'df 
E^en there, thy courage would not lag behind. 
In that sharp service singled firom the rest, 
The fear of each, or valour stands confest 
No force, no firmness, the pale coward shows; 
He sliifts his place ; bis colour comes and goes; 
A dioppuig sweat creeps cold on evei^ part, 
Agpunst his bosom beats his quivering heart; 
Tenor and death in his wild eve-balls stare ; 
With chattering teeth be stands, and stiffening hair» 
And looks a bloodless image of despair ! 
Not so the brave—still dauntless, still the same, 
Ufichang'd his colour, and unmovM his firame ; 
ComposM his thought, determin*d is his eye. 
And fix*d his soul, to conquer or to die : 
f f aught disturb the tenor of his breast, 
*Ti8 but the wisli to strike before tiie rest 

In such assays thy blameless worth is known. 
And every art of dangerous war thy own. 
By chance of fight whatever wounds you boie, 
Tnose wounds were glorious all, and all before ; 
Such as may teach, ^twas still thy brave delight 
T' oppose thy bosom where tiie foremost fight. 
But why, like infonts, cold to honour's charms, 
Stand we to talk, when glory calls to arms ? 
Go — (rom my conquerM spears the choicest take, 
And to their owners send them nobly back. 

SwiA at the word bold Merion snatchM a 8peac> 
And breathing slaughter follow*d to the war. 
So Mars armipotent invades tiie plain 
niie wide dciitroyer of the race of man,) 
Terror, his best-lovM son, attends his course^ 
AnnM with stem boldness and enonnous foceai 
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The pride of haughty warriors to oonfound, 
And lay the strength of tyrants on the grouadt 
From Thrace they fly, call'd to the dire alarmt 
Of warring Phlegj'anis, and Ephyrian amw ; 
InvokM by both, releotless they dispose 
To these glad conquest, murderous rout to thost. 
So march^i the leaders of the Cretan tinain. 
And their bright amis shot horror o^er the plain. 

Then first spake Merion * Shall we join the nghf 
Or combat in the centre <^ the fight i* 
Or to the left our wonted succour Wad ? 
Hazard and fame all parts alike attend. 
Not in the centre (Idomen replied) 
Our able^ chieftains the main battle guide ; 
Each godlike Ajax makes that post bis care, 
And gallant Teucer deals destruction there : 
Skill'd, or with shafts to gall the disUnt field. 
Or bear close battle on the sounding shield. 
These can the rage of haughty Hector tame: 
Safe in their arms, the navy fears no flamef 
Till Jove himself descends his bolt to shed, 
And hurl the blazing ruin at our head. 
Great must he be, of more than human birth. 
Nor feed like mortals or the firuits of earth, 
Him neither rocks can crush, nor steel can wound. 
Whom Ajax fells not on th' ensanguined g^und. 
In standing fight he mates Achilles* force, 
* Exceird ak>ne in swiftness in the coMrse. 
Then to the left our ready arms apply, 
And live with glory, or with glory die. 
He said ; and Merion to th* appointed place, 
Fierce, as tlie God of battles, urg*d his pace 
Soon as the foe the shining chiefs beheld 
Rush like a fiery torrent o*er the field. 
Their force embodied in a tide they |M>ur ; 
The rising combat sounds along the shore. 
As warring winds, in Sinus* sultry reign. 
From differeut quarters sweep the sandy plain; 
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Oil every side tbe duely \v hi rl winds rt£e, 

And Che dry fields are lifted to the skies: 

Thus, by desp^iis liope^ r^e, together drireii, 

Met the btajck hosts^ aiid, irjeetiug^ darkenM heaven. 

All dneadfut gJar'd ihe iron f^ce of war, 

BnaUeri wiiti upright i^pear£T <hat fla&h'd afar; 

Dire was the gieyjii of tireasunlntes, helnis^ ai^d Eiiiiddl:| 

And palieJi^d anng embla^^d the flam irig lie] ds: 

TruRiendous sc^ne S lliat general horror gave. 

But touched wUli joy the boaonis of the brave. 

SatyriL^g great soug in fierce cotiteibtlan vied. 
And crowds of heroes in their anger died. 
Tbe Sire of earth and heaven, by Thetis won 
To trow?n with glory Peleus' godlike son, 
Wiird not deguructiori to the Grecian powers^ 
But spared awhile die destined Trojan towcrv: 
While Neptune, rismg froiii his a^uiTe main, 
Warred on the king of heaven with stem disdain. 
And breathM revenge, and lir'd the Grecian traio. 
Gods of one eouiice, and one ethereal race, 
Alske divuie, an 'I heaven their native place ; 
But Jove the greater ^ first-lxirn of the skies, 
And more than men, or Gods, suprcnicly wise. 
For th js< of J ov e' s su perior jn igt 1 1 afraid, t 

Neptune in Liu man form conce^^d his aid 
The*i powers infold the Greek and Trojan tiaui 
In Vf&i* mid Dbcord^s adamantine chalti, 
IndissoTubiy strone ; tije fatal tie 
Js BiretehM on t>oth, and close compelled they die. 

Dreadful in amis, and grown in combats gray. 
The bold lck»meneua conuols the day. 
First by his itand Qihryoneos was slain, 
SwellM with false hojpes, with mart ambition vnm I 
Called hy the voice of war to martial fame, 
From high Cabt^su 3* distant walla he eanie- 
Cassandra^ s love he sought, with boasts of power. 
And promis*ri con<itiest was the ppoiflfcrM dower: 



I 
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The king consented, by his vaunts abus'd { 
The kinj!^ consented, but the Fates refus'd. 
Proud ot himself, and of th* hnagin'd bride, 
The field he nieasurM with a larger siride. 
Him as he stalk'd, the Cretan javelin found ; 
Vain was lus breast-plate to repel the wound : 
His dveam of giory lost, he plung'd to helix 
His arms resounded as the boaster fell 

The great Idomeneus bestrides the dead ; 
And thus (he cries) behold thy promise sped ! 
Siich is the help thy arms to ilion bring» 
And such the contract of the Phrygian king! 
Our offers now, illustrious prince ! receive ; 
For such an aid what will not Arj^ give ? 
To conquer Troy, with ours thy forces join. 
And count Atrides* fairest daughter thme. 
Meantime, on ferther methods to advise, 
Come, follow to the fleet thy new allies; 
These hear what Greece has on her part to nj. 
He spoke, and dragged the gory corse away. 

This Asius viewM, unable to contain, 
Before his chariot warring on the ^ain ; 
^His crowded coursers, to nis squire consigo'd, 
impatient panted on his neck behind) 
To vengeance rising with a sudden spring, 
He hop*d the conquest of ^the Cretan king. 
The warjr Cretan, as his foe drew near. 
Full on his throat discharg*d the forceful soeari 
Beneath the chin the point was seen to gMoa, 
And K^uerM, extant at tlie fiutber side. 
As when the mountain-oak, or poolar tally 
Or pine, fit mast for some great admiral, 
Groan*d to the oft heav*d axe, with many a 
Then spreads a length of ruui o*er tlie grounds 
So sunk proud Asius in that dreadiiil day, 
And strr^tch'd before his moch-lov*d coursers lay. 
He erinds the dust distainM with streaming goie. 
And, fierce in death, lies foaming on the stuNce. 
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Diipriv'fl of n^otion, siitl wiin stupid fear, 
SlauHb all agiia^ hh trenibling charioteei, 
Nuf liliuns tl^e foe, nor turns the aiecds away, 
Bill flillti iransifixM, nn unreBisiing prey: 
Piere"'d by Antiloohiis^ he pants, beneath 
Tiie stately car^ and labours oux his brealh, 
Tiius Astus' steedd (tlteir intghty master gona^ 
Rijinain the priae of NestoT's youthful son. 
StahbM at the sight, l>e]ph<3bus drew nigh, 
\ And matfe, with force, the vengeful weapon fly, 
'Tiie Cretan saw ; and, fjtooning, causM to g^aiiee 
Ti^m his t^bpe thield^ ilie disappointed lance. 
b ncath die spacious taj^^ (^ hlazins rounds 
Thick wifh bull-hide^ and brezen orbits bounds 
Oil his rais'd arm by two strong brac^ etay'd) 
Be lay collected in defensive .«hade \ 
Cer his safe head the javelin idly sung, 
And on tlie ttnkhng vei^e inore faintly rung; 
t'en then the fsp^ar The vigorous arm confetit, 
Anri piencM, obliquely, king HypseitOfT*? bpeaMt 
Vk'annM in his liver, to the ground it boff© 
Tlie cliief, his people*? gitaidian now no rnorc 

Not unattended (the proud Trojan cries) 
Pfor uiireveitg'd, lamflnted Asins lies: 
For thee though hell's black portals stand display *d 
This mate pball jfjy thv melancholy sliade. 

Heart pierc in c: anguish, at the haughty boaat, 
Tone lied every tireek, but Nestor's son the most, 
(iriev'd as lie was;, his pious arms attend, 
Ami liis bioad Imckler shields his slaiighler'd frknd * 
Till sad Mueistheus and Alastor boie 
His honoured body to the tented shore- 

Nor yet from iigiit Idoineneus witlidiBWB ; 
ResolvM Ko perish in hiicouittry's cause. 
Or find some foe, whom heaven and he shall dnoni 
To wail his fate in death*s eternal glconru 
Re sees Alcaihous in the front aspire: 
Ureal jEsyeies was tite boto's &imt 
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His spouse, Uippodame, divmely feir, 

Anchises* eldest hope, and darling caie ; 

Who charmM her parent's and her husband's heart» 

With beauty, sense, and every work of art : 

He, once of ilion's youth, the loveliest boy, 

The fairest she, of all the &ir of Troy. 

By Neptime now the hapless hero dies, 

Who covers with a cbud tliose beauteoua eye% 

And fetters every limb : yet bent to meet 

His fote he stands ; nor shuns the lance of Crete. 

Fixt as some column, or deep-rooted oak, 

(While the winds sleep) his breast received the sirokfl; 

Before the ponderous stroke his corslet yields. 

Long usM to ward the death in fighting fields. 

The riven armour sends a janing sound : 

His labouring heart heaves with so strong a bound, 

The long lance shakes, and vibrates m the wound : 

Fast flowing from its source, as prone he lay, 

Life's purple tide impetuous gusn'd away. 

Then laomen, insulting o*er the slain ; 
Behold, Dei'phobus ! nor vaunt in vain : 
See ! on one Greek tiiree Trojan ghosU attend. 
This, my third victim, to the shades I send. 
Approaching now, thy boasted might approve, 
And tiy the prowess of the seed of Jove. 
From Jove, enamoured of a mortal dame. 
Great Mtnoe, guardian of his country, came : 
Deucalion, bliuneless prince ! was Minos' heir; 
His first-boni I, the third firom Jupiter: 
O*^ spacjous Crete and bar bold sons I reign* 
And thence my ships transport roe through the roaiik 
Lord of a host, o'er all my host I shine, 
A scourae to thee, thy father, and thy line. 

The Trojan heard *, uncertain, or to meet 
AluM, with venturous arms, the king of Ciote ; 
Or seek auxiliar force . at length decreea 
To call some hero to partake the deed. 
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Forthwith .Spaas rises to his thoygkt ; 
For him, in Troy's remotest lines he sotight ; 
Where he, incens'd at partial E^rjarnf siaiidst 
And sees superior posts in nat^i^iner liaiidii. 
To him, ambitious of so greaL an aid, 
The bold DeTphobus, approacfiVJ aiid said : 

Now, Trojan prince, empby thy pious anus, 
If e'er thy IJosom feh fair.hoiiour^s channs, 
Alcathous dies, thy brother auti ihy frienci ' 
Come, and the warrior's lov'd recnains defend 
Beneath his cares, thy early yourh was iraii^*d, 
On« table fed you, and one roof contained. 
This deed to fierce Idomeneus we owe ; 
Haste and revenge it on th' JtisuLtmg foe. 

£neas beard, and for a spare resign 'd 
To tender pity all his manly intELcl ; 
Then, rising in his rage, he bi urns to fi^ht ; 
The Greek awaits him, with collectiii:! inij^tjt 
As the fell boar on some roiigli inoiuiJartj'& head, 
Arm'd with wild terrors, and to jjlan^hter bred, 
When the loud rustics rise, attri sliout from far, 
Attends llie tumult, and expects Uie w ar ^ 
O'er his bent back the bristly itoimrs rise, 
Fires stceam in lightning from Wis sanguine eyeflp 
His foaming tusks both dogs find men engage, 
But most his hunters rouse Wm migLiLv ra^e; 
So stood Idomeneus, his jav'eliu &l(nok, 
And met lire Trojan with a lowctkng look. 
Antiiochus, DeTpyrus, were near, 
The youthful onspring of the God of War, 
Merion,^ad Aphareus,in field renown'd s 
To tliese the warrior sent his voice amimd. 
Fellows in anns ! your timely a ki uiiUe \ 
Lo, great iSoeas rushes to the ji^ht ; 
Sprung from a God, and moi-e tdan mortal bold \ 
He fres^ in youth, and I in arm b grown old. 
Else should this hand this hour liecide the strife, 
Tlie great diaput^,of glory^ or of JHb. 
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He spoke, and all as with one soul ober'd ; 
Their bfted bucklers cast a dreadful shade 
Around the chief. £neas too demands 
Th* assisting forces of his native bands: 
Paris, De'iphobus, Agenor join ; 
(Co-aids, and captains of tlie Trojan line) 
In order follow all th' embodied train ; 
Like Jda*s flocks proceeding o'er the plain ; 
Before his fleecy care, erect and bold, 
>t?^fk5« the proud ram, the father of the fold: 
With joy the swam sOhrveys them, as he leads 
To the cool fountains, through the well-known nmnrta 
So joys iSneas, as his native band 
Moves on in rank, and stretches o*er the land. 

Round dead Alcathoiis now the battle rose; 
On every side the steely cimle grows ; 
Now batter'd breast-plates and hack*d helmets ring^ 
And o'er their heads unheeded javelhis sing. 
Above the rest two towering chiefs appear, 
There great Idomeneus, £neas here. 
Like Gods of war, dispensing fate, they stood, 
And burn'd to drench the ground with mutual blomL 
The Trojan weapon whizz'd along in air, 
The Cretan saw, ai:d shunn'd the brazen spear; 
Sent from an arm so strong, the misnve wood 
Stuck deep m eardi, and quiver'd where it stood. 
B!it (Enomas received the Cretan's stroke, 
The forceful spear his hollow corselet broke, • 
It ripp*d his belly with a ghastly wound, 
And rolled the smoking entrails to the ^und. 
Stretch'd on the plain, he sobs away his breath, 
And furious grasps the bloody dust in death. 
The victor from his breast the wea(K>n tears ; 
(His spoils he could not, for the shower of spetM^ 
Thougli now unfit an active war to wage, 
Heavy witli cumb*rous arms, stiff with cold aga^ , 
His listless limbs unable for the course ; ' 

in standing fight he yet maintains liis Ibioaa / 
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TilJ, faint with labour, and with fbes rep^li^df 
HLs tirM slow $iep& Ke drags from off iJie fieli 

Dejjjhobus behcLcJ iutii ii,H. he past, 
Aijd Dr*d with liaie, a parting javelin cast? 
TKe javelin err'd^ but held iti course alongr 
And piei^o^d A^aJanliUii, the bta.ve and youngi 
The son of Mais im gaij^pin^ on the gn>u4id, 
And griasK'd tbe du^t ali bloody with his wound. 

Snr knew tlifi furioub fatlier of his fail ^ 
HLeih-thnDii'd anddiit ti\e grt^at Olyinpian hall, 
t>ii gkjiuitii c;louds tl/ immortal ^ynod ^Hia i 
Detained from bloody wai^ by Jave and FaiB. 

fioWi where in dust th<^ breath less hem lay, 
For slalii Ascalaphus oonmiencVI \hv (ia.y. 
Oejphobus, to seiz,e his lieliuetf ii\f^^ 
And froin lils teinples r^nds ttte glittering priztf ; 
Valiant as Mars, MerJoiies drew tiear^ 
And on hia loaded arm discharged his s[)eaj: 
He drops tlie weight, disabled with the pain; 
The hollow helmet rings B^ainst the planu 
Sn4ft as a vulture leaping on his prey. 
From his torn anu tiie Grecian rent away 
Tlie reeking javelin, and re]oin'd his friends 
His wounded brodier good Polites tends ; 
Around his waist his pious arms he threw, 
And from the rage of combat genUy drew : 
Him his swift coursers, on his splendid ear 
Rapt from the lessening ihuuder of Ihe war; 
Tci Troy they drove him, j^maiiing from the shont. 
And sprinklins, as he pasfe'd^tiie sands with p,ore. 

Meanwhile ifresh slaughter bathes die san^mogmni^ 
Heap fall on heaps, and heaven and eartli resound. 
Boldf A phareus by great .fUTieas bled ; 
As low'rdi the chief he tumM hb daring head* 
He pierc'd hie throat ; Ihe bending head, depnil^ 
&eiieath ids helmet, nods upon lu> i>reasC i 



His shield rerer^rf d*er the fklPn wftniMr litt ; 

And everiasting slumber sealv his eye& 

Autilochus, as Thoen tum*d him round, 

TranspiercM his beck with a dishonest wound i 

The hollow vem that to the necit extends 

Along the chine bis eager javelin rends: 

Supine he falls, and to bis social train 

Spreade his imploring arms, but spreads in vaia. 

Th' exulting victor, leaping where he lay. 

From his broad shouUiers tore the spoils away; 

His time observM ; for, closM by foes around, 

On all sides thick, the peals ol arms resound. 

His shield ecnboss*d, the ringing storm susuuniy 

But he impervious and untouc^d remains. 

(Great Neptune^s care preserved from hostile v^ 

This youth, the joy of Nestor's glorious ag«) 

In arms intrepid, with the first he fought, 

Fac^d every fee, and every danger sought ; 

His winged lance resistless as the wind, 

Obeys each motion of the master^s mind, 

Resdess it flies, impatient to be free, 

And meditates the distant enemy. 

The son of Asius, Adamas, drew near. 

And struck his target with the brazen spear. 

Fierce in his front, but Neptune wards the bloVy 

And blunts the javelin of th' eluded foe* 

fn \he broad buckler half the weapon stood ; 

Splinter'd on earth flew half the broken wood. 

Disarm'd he mingled in the Trojan crew ; 

But Merlon's spear o'ertook^bim as he flew. 

Deep in the belly's rim an entrance found, ^ 

Where sharp the pane, and mortal is the wound. > 

Bending he fell, and doubled to the ground, ) 

Lay panting. Thug an ox, in fetters tied. 

While death's strong pangs distend his labouring tid% 

His bulk enoniMMM on tlie field diaplagre; 

Uif heaving heart beats thick, as ebbing life decayii 
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The spear, the conqueror from his body drewi 

And dea^'^ rtini shadows swam ixel'ure his view» 

Next brave Dejpyrus in dusl vas laid : 

King Helen us wav^d high ihe TJimctan blade^ 

Anci smote lii^ teniplest with mi arm kj ^irf>ng. 

The hehn feU off, and roll d aiitid the tLirong: 

There, for some luckier Greek it rests a prize; 

For dark in death the godlike owner lies I 

Raging with grief, ^x^f&i Menelaiis bums. 

And firaught with vengeai^kce, to die victor turns ; 

That shook, the ponderous lance, in act to xhiovf \ 

And this 8tcx>d adverse wltli tljt bended bow^ 

Full OB his breast the Trojsin armw ft^ll, 

But harmleiis bounded from ihe plated steel. 

As on some ample ham's well hardfin'd floor, 

(The winds collected at eacli open door) 

While the broH^d fan with force is h hirrd around. 

Light leaps ttie golden grain, resulting from the grouml 

So from the &tael tlmt guartls Alrides' hesiri, 

Repeird, to distatice fhcf!3 tine hf^inding darL 

Atrides, watchful of th' unwary foe, 

Pierced widi hi$ lance the isand that gr^spM the boWi 

And nailM it to the jew : ti^e wounded hand 

Trail'd the lotip lance that marked whh blood the sattd 

But good Agp her gently from ilie wound 

The spear solicitii, and the hand age bound; 

A sling^i soft wool, snatehM irons a fiolrlier's EJde, 

At once the tent and ligature supplied. 

Behold! Pisander, in^'d by Fate^s decree, 
Springs throi^^h the ranks to fall, and Ml bj thee, 
Ureat Menelaiis 1 To enhance thy faime ; 
High-towering in the frunt the warrior canie. 
First, tike sharp lanee was by Atrides tltrown \ 
The lance far distant by the wjnds was olown. 
Nor pi^rcM Pisander through Atrides' slueld ; 
Pisander's spear feU Ehlver^l on die field. 
Not 90 discoum^'d, tu the future hlin^!, 
Vain dream* ul ctvatyami swi^ll his haughty mindt 
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Dauntless he rushes, where the Spartan loid 
Like liglUning brandishM his far-beaming sword* 
His le^ ar.n high opposM the shining shield: 
His right, beneath, the coverM pole-axe lield 
,An olive's cloudy grain the handle made, 
Distinct with studs ; and brazen was the blade ;) 
This on the helm discharged a noble blow ; 
The plume dropped nodding to the plain below* 
Shorn from the crest. Atrides, wav*d his steel t 
Deep through his front the weighty falchion feU; 
The crashing bones before its force gave way \ 
In dust and blood the groaning hero lay ; 
ForcM from their ghastly orbs, and spouting gpre^ 
The clotted e3'e<balls tumble on the shore. 
The fierce Atrides spum'd him as he bled. 
Tore off his arms, and, loud-exulting, said; 

Thus, Trojans, thus at length be taught to fear ; 
race perfidious, who delight in war! 
Already noble deeds, ye have performed, 
A princess rap'd transcends a navy stormM : 
In such bold feats your impious might approve. 
Without the assistance, or the fear, of Jove, 
The violated rites, the ravish'd dame, 
Our heroes slaughtered, and our ships on flame. 
Crimes heap'd on crimes, shall bend your g)ory down* 
And whelm in ruins your flagitious town. 
O thou, great Father ! Lord of earth and skies. 
Above the thought of man ! supremely wise! 
If from thy hand the fates of mortals flow, 
rom whence this favour to an impious foe, 
A godless crew, abandoned and unjust, 
Still breathing rapine, violence, and lust ? 
The best of things, beyond their measure cloy; 
Sleep*s balmy blessing, love's endearing joy ; 
The feast, the dance ; whate'er mankind desire, 
K'en the sweet charms of sacred numbers tire. 
But Troy for ever reaps a dire delisht 
III tiiirst of slaughter, and in lost of fight. 
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This said, he selz'd (whfle yet the caicass hear'd) 
The Uoodr aimour, which his train receivM: " ^^ 
Then sudden mixM among his warring crew, 
And the bold son of Pybemenes slew, 
Haq>aliaa had thxoueh Asia travelled ftv, 
Following his martial father to the war : 
Through filial love he left his native shore, 
Never, ah never, to behold it more ! 
His unaocoessful spear he chancM to fling 
Against the target of the Spartan king; 
Thus of his lance disarm'd, from death he Aiefl^ 
And tum'd around his apprehenave eyes. 
Him, through the hip transpiercing as he fled. 
The shaft of Merion mingled with the dead. 
Beneath the bone the gjancing point descends, 
And drivuig down the swelling bladder rends: 
Sunk in bis sad companions arms he lay. 
And in short pantings sobb'd his soul away ; 
(Like some vile worm extended on the ground) 
While lifers red torrent gushed from out the wounl 

Him on bis car the Paphlagonian train 
In slow procession bore from off the pUun. 
The pensive &ther, father now no more ! 
Attends the mournful pomp along the shore; 
And unavailing tears profusely shed ; 
And unrevenrd deplored his offspring dead. 

Paris from rar the movins sight beheld, 
With pity softened, and wiu fury swellM ; 
His honoor'd'host, a youth of matchless grace. 
And lovM of all the Paphlagonian race ! 
With his full strength he bent his angiy bow. 
And wing'd the featherM vengeance at the toe, 
A chief mere was, the brave Euchenor nam'd, 
For riches much, and more for virtue fiunM, 
Who held his seat in Corinth's stately town : 
Polydus' son, a seer of old renown. 
Oft liad the frulher told his early doom. 
By anns abrotdoritow disease at hmw: 
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He ^lunbM h» vessel, prodigal ckf bfaMh»- 
And chuse Uie certauii glorious path to death, 
Beneath his ear tlie pointed anow went ; 
The tsoul came issuing at the naifow vent : 
His limbs, unqervM, drop useless on the ga 
And everlasting darkness shades him round. 

Nor knew great Hedw how his kgione yield 
. (Wrapt in the cloud and tumult of the field 9) 
Wide on the left the foree of GxeeoeconuBand% 
And conquest hovers o'er tli' Acbaian bands: 
With such a tide superior virtue sway'd, 
And he* that shakes the solid earth, gp.ve aid. 
But in the centre, Hector fix*d, remained. 
Where fir;^ the gales were lbrc*d, and bulwariiagjftuiM 
There, on the margin of the hoary deep, 
fTheir naval station where th* Ajaces keep. 
And where low walls confine the beating tides, 
Whose humble barrier scarce the &tes divides ; 
Where late in fight, both foot and horse e 
And all tlie thunder of tlie battle rag*d) 
There joinM, the whole Boeotian strength 1 
The proud lonians with their sweeping trains, 
Locnans and Phthians, and tb* Epean fosce; 
But, joinM, repel not Uector^s fiery course. 
The flower of Athens, Stichius, Phidasled, 
Bias, and great Meo^stheus at their head. 
Meeps the strong, th' li^joan bands controlled, 
And Dracius prudent, and Amphioo bold ; 
The Phthians, Medcm, fiun*d for martial miglit 
And brave Podarces, active in the fi^ht 
This drew fipom FVlachus his noble line ; 
Iphsclus' son: and that (OHeus) thine: 
nfoung Ajax* brother, by a stoPn enibneei 
He dwelt fiir distant from his native place, 
By his fierce stispdame, ftom his fiithei's r^pi 
Ezpeird and exUM for her brother slain.) 
These n>le the Phthians, and their afmsamplaf, 
Mixt with Baec]|iaDa.OB the shotas itf Titf . 

* NepUUM 
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Now side by «ld6, with like uttwearied cate. 
Each Ajax tabour'd thtough the field of wari 
So when two lordly bulls, with equal toil, 
Force the bright ploughshare through the Adlow sod, 
Join'd to one yoke, tlie stubborn earth they tear. 
And trace large furrows with the shining share. 
O'er their huge liiinbs the foain descends m snow. 
And streams of sweat down their sour foreheada floir« 
A train' of heroes followed through the field, 
Who bore by turns great Ajox* seven-fold shield ; 
Whene'er lie breathed, remissiye of his miEht, 
Tir'd with tli' incessant slauglrters of the nght. 
da fiiAlowmg ttoops his brave associate grace t 
In close engagement an unpractis'd race, 
The Locrian squadrons nor the javelin wield. 
Nor bear the helm, nor lift the nfoony sitieid; 
But skiird from far the flying shaft to wing, 
Or whirl the sounding pebble from the sling, 
Dext'rous with these they aim a certain wound, 
Or fell the distant warrior to the ground. 
Thus in the van^ the Telamonian train 
Tliroug'd in bright arms; a pressing fight muntain , 
Far in the rear the Locrian archers lie, 
Whose stones and arrows intercept the ricy. 
The mingled tempest on tlie foes ttiey pour; 
Troy's scattering orders open to the shower. 

Afow had the Greeks eternal fame acquired. 
And the gall'd iltans to their walls netir'd ; 
But sa«e Pi^ydainas discreetly brave, 
Addressed great Hector, and this counsel gave. 

Though great in all thou seem'st averse to lend 
Impartial audience to a foitkful friend ; 
To (vods and men thy matchless worth Is known, 
And every art of glorious war thy own ; 
But in coot thought and counsel to excel. 
How widely differs this from warring well ? 
Content with what the oounteous Grods have given^ 
Seek not alone t engross the gifts ot* lieavan* 
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To some the powers of bloody war beloiig, 
To some sweet music, and die charm of song; 
To few, and wondrous few, has Jove assigned 
A wise, extensive, all-considering mind ; 
Their guardians these, the nations round coniMs, 
And towns and empires for their safet}' bless. 
If heaven have lodged this virtue in my breast, 
Attend, O Hector, what 1 judge the best 
See, as thoa mov*st, on dangers, dangers spread, 
And war's whole fury bums aioimd thy head. 
Behold ! distressM within yon hostile wall. 
How many Trojans y»eld, disperse or fell ! 
What troops, out-numbered, scarce the war maintain ' 
And what brave heroes at the ships lie slain ! 
Here cease thy fury ; and tlie chiefs and kings 
Convoked to council, weigh the sum of things. 
Whether (the Gods succeeding our desires) 
' To yon tall ships to bear the Trojan fires; 
Or quit the fleet, and pass unhurt away, 
Contented with the conquest of the day. 
1 fear, 1 fear, lest Greece not yet undone, 
Pay ttMt large debt of last revolving sun ; 
Achilles, great Aclnlles, yet remains 
Oiivonder d^cks, and yet overlooks the plains ! 

The counsel pleased ; and Hector with a bound* 
Leaped from his chariot on the trembling ground ; 
S^wift as he leaped his clanging arms resound. 
To guard this post (he criwl) thy art employ, 
And here detam the scatter'd youth of Troy; 
Where yonder heroes faint, i bend my way. 
And hasten back to end the doubtful day. 

This said : the. towering chief prepares to eo. 
Shakes his white plumes that to the breezes fkyw. 
And seems a moving mmmtahi topt with snow. 
Through all his host, ins}>iring force, he flies, 
And bids anew the martial thunder rise. 
ToPanthus* son, at Hoctor^s high command^ 
Haste the bold leaders of the Trojan baud : 



BOOK KHh THE ILIilD^ 3^ 

Bi<[t roimd tlife batUement^, aiiH round the plain, 
fr'nr many a chief he look'd^ but loukM in vain ; 
Doip!iobtj&, nor Utlenus Uic ^et, 
Hot Asiiifl^ son, nor Asius fieir appear, 
F<ir tliese were peiiic*d wilh many a ghastly wound 
Some coki in death, some groaiiiing on the ground \ 
Some low in du&t (a mourn t'ul object) lay , 
Hi^h on tlio wall eunie breatif d their souls away. 

Far on Che leftf amid the throng he found 
C^heermg Liie troop!>, and dealing deaths arouudl 
The graceful Paris ; whom^ with fury mov^d. 
Opprobrious, thus Ui^ impatjeiu chief reprovM 

lU-iated I'aris! slave to woman-kind, 
K$ sniooth of fsLce as frnmiuleuL of mUid ! 
Where is De'iphobus, where Asius gone ? 
The gifKil'ke faiher, and th' intrepid Hon/ 
The force of Helenus dispensing fate^ 
And great Odiryoneus, so fear'd of late? 
Black fate hangs o^er li^ee from th^ avenging God 
tiiiperial Troy from her tbuiidation nods ; 
Wiielm'd in thy couniry^sj ruins shalt th<iu fall, 
And one devouring vengeance swaliow all. 

When Paris thus: my hroiher and my friend, 
Thy wariTi un patience makes tliy tongue aiftud. 
Eh other battles 1 rieservM iliy blame, 
Tliough then not deed less, nor lui known to famei 
Hilt since yon rampari by thy arms lay low, 
\ scattered slaugjiter from my fatal hoAV. 
The ctilefs you seek on yonder shore lie slain ; 
Of all those hrriies two alone rei^najn ^ 
DcipkioLi^LJs, and Helen us the !?eer: 
Each now dimhled by a hostile spear. 
Ciu then, euccessful, wtiicre thy scjuI inspires i^ 
11ns heart and htind shall second all thy fireii 
What with this arm 1 can, prepare to know. 
Till death for death be paid, and blow fpr bknr, 
But^ *tis not ours, with fortes not our own, 
To combat ^ gtrangtii is of the Gods alone. 
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These wordft the heib*s an^ mind assuage : 
Then fierce they intnzle where the thickest regei. 
Around Polydauias, ditstainM with bkiod, 
Cebrion, Fhalces, stem Orthteus stood. 
Palmus, with Polypxtes the divine, 
And two bold brothers of Hippotion*8 line, 
(Who ivachM (air Ilion, from Ascania fill*, 
The fonner day: the next enga^'d in war.) 
As when from gloomy clouds a whirlwind springai 
That bears Jove*s thunder on its dreadful wings, 
Wide o'er the blasted fields the tempest sweeps; 
Then, gather'd, settles on the hoaury ^eeps ; 
Th* amicted deeps tumultuous mix and roar; 
The waves behind impel the waves before, 
Wide-rolling, foaming high, and tumbling to theshosv 
Thus rank on rank the thick battalions mrong, 
Chief urgM on chief, and man drove man along. 
Far o'er the plains in dreadful order bright, 
The braeen arms reflect a beamy light: 
Full in the blazing van great Hector shin'd, 
Like Mars commissioned to confound mankind. 
Before him flaming, his enormous shield, 
Like the broad sun, illuminM all the field: 
His nodding helm emits a streamy ray ; 
His piercing eyes through all the battle stray. 
And, while beneath his targe he flashM along. 
Shot terrors rotmd, that withered e*en the strons. 

Thus stalk'd he, dreadful; death ^as in his look ; 
Whole nations iear*d : but not an Aigive shoc^. 
The towering Ajax, with an ample stride, 
Advaiic'd the first, and tlius the chief defy'd t 

Hector ! come on, thy empty threats forbear ; 
•Tis not thy ann, 'tis thundering Jove we fiarr 
The skin of war to us not idly eiven, 
Lo! Greece is humbled, not by Troy, but heaven. 
Vain are the hopes that haughty mind imparts. 
To Itice our fleet • the Greeks have hands, and 
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LiK^g ere m dam^ our lof^ navy ikll} 

Vour boasiet! city^ and ywir god-l>Litlt waU 

SIrdU tiiiik beiiealLi us, siiiukiiig oji tlie ground, 

And ijpread a lotigt unmeasured ruhi round ; 

Trie time sjhtiil cume^ vv'licu chased along the plaiOf 

K'en thou shalt call on Jove, and catl in vain ; 

B'cii thmi shalt wish to aid thy desperate couise, 

^he wirtg? of falcons for tby flying horss ; 

Hiali run J forgetful of ft warfbr^s famet 

While elouds of friendly dust conceal thy sharnfli 

As thus he spoke^ behuld, in open view. 
On soil n din ' wiijgs a dexter eagle Gew. 
Tn Jove's gXid omen all the Greoiaxiy rise, 
AnH hailt vt^ith Kliouitii, his prepress throug,[y the ^dm 
Fai-echomg, clamour hound lrt>m side tn side \ 
They ceased ; and thus the chief of Tmy replied: 

Fro^n whence this meimceT this insulting htmiii^ 
GnormouB bijaster; dooinM to vaunt iu vain, 
So may the Gods on Hector life bestow, 
(Not tl")at short life which niortaU lead ijelow, 
Byt such as those of Jove^s liigii lineage bom, 
The blue-ey^d Maid, or fic that gilds the mom,) 
As this docisive day shall end the fame 
Of Greece, and Argos L^e no more a name. 
And tliou^ imperious ! if thy niadnes/fi wait 
The laocR of Hector, thou shalt meet thy fata; 
That eiaiit corps^eT extenrled on tlae shorCj 
Shall lari^cly feed the fowls with fat and gorat 

He iiairt, and like a lion stalk VI alon^: 
With shouts Incessant earth ai^id ocean rung, 
Beiu from liisi foUowin^ host; tlie Grecian train 
With aoswering th^mders hll'd the echoing piaiD| 
A shout that to^e heaveu't* concave, aiid abov«. 
Shook the fixM splendours of the tiirone of Jo?<k 
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BOOK XIV. 



THE ARGUMENT. 

Juno tUeeivt* Jupiter by the O-irdle of Venue. , 
fVattor. sitting at the table with Machaon, is alarmed wHJi Um 
increaaing clamour of the war, and hastens to Agamemnon: 
on his wa^, be meets that prince with Diomed and Ulysses 
whom he informs of the extremity of the danger. Agamem> 
non proposes to make their escape by night, which Ulysses 
withstands : to which Diomed adds his advice, that, wounded 
ea^ tfa«y were, they should go forth and encourage the anny 
with their presence ; which advice is pursued. Juno seeing 
the partiality of Jupiter to the Trojans, forms a design to over- 
reach him; she sets off her charms with the utmost care, sjmI 
(the more surely to enchant him) obtains the magic girdle of 
Venus. She then applies herself to the God of Sl«»ep, and, 
with some difficulty, persuades him to seal the eyes of Jupi« 
ter ; this done, she goes to mount Ida, where the God, at first 
sight, is ravished with her beauty, sinks in her embraces, and is 
laid asleep. Neptune takes advantage of his slumber, and 
succours the Greeks : Hector is struck to the ground with a 
prodigious stone by Ajax, and carried off from the battle : ■•■- 
veral actions succeed, till the Trojans, much distressed, «/• 
obliged to gire way ; the lesser Ajax signalizes himself in ■ 
particular n 



Birr nor the gonial feast, nor flowing bowl, 
Could charm the cares of Nestor's watchful soul ; 
His startled ears th' increasing cries attend : 
Then thus, impatient to his wounded friend. 

What new alarm, divine Machaon, say. 
What mhd events attend this mighty day .^ 
Hark ! how the shouts divide, and how they meet, 
And now come full, and thicken to the fleet ! 
Here, with the cordial draught, dispel thy care. 
Let Hecamede the stiengtheniug bath prepare. 
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aefresh thy woiMidi «Bd deaaae the doMd flpni 
While I tlw adventiues o£ the day explore. 

He said: and seising Thnsyuoedes' shield, 
(His valiant dflbpiing) hasiea'd to the field; 
(That day, the son bis Other's buckler boic^ 
then snatch'd a lance, and issued {ram the doob 
Soon as the piospect openM to his view. 
His wounded, eyes the scene of soixow knew, 
Diie disarray ! the tumult of the fi^t. 
The wall in ruins, and the Greeks m flight 
As when old Ocean's silent surfiice sleeps, 
The waves iust heaving on the nurple deefw: 
While yet th* expected tempest nangs on hig^ 
Weighs down the cloud, and blackens in the Mty^ 
The mass of waters will no wind obey ; 
Jove tends one gust, and bids tiiem roll away. 
While wavering counsels thus his mind en 
Fluctuates in doubtful thoi^t the Pylian s 
To join the host, or to the general haste ; 
Dehating long, he fixes on tiie last: 
V et, at he moves, the fight his bosom warn 
Tlie field rings dreadful with the clang of i 
The gleaming fakhions flash, the jav^s Oj ; 
Blows echo blows, and all or kill, or die. 

Him, in his nuvpch, the wounded princes i 
By tardy steps asceudiog from the fleet: 
The kiiig of men, Ulysses the divine, 
And who to Tydeus owes his noble line. 
rrheir ships at distance from the battle standi 
in lines advanced along the shelving strand: 
Whose bay, the fleet unable to contaui 
At length ; beside the margin of the main. 
Rank above rank, the crowded ships they moort 
W'ho landed first, lay highest on the shore.) 
8u)>ported on their spears, they took their way^ 
Unfit to fight, but anxious for the day. 
Nestor's approach alarm'd each Greoian bMMit 
Wbom thus the general of, the host addreat 



O gvflw ftiid' n^kffy of tii* AchsJMk mmm !' 
What drives thee Nesior, from the field ef ftuM? 
Shall then proud Hector see his boast fulfi&*d. 
Our fleets in ashes, and oar heroes killM f 
Such was his thnsat, ah now too soon made goodi 
On nuoqr ft Cbecian bosom writ hi bkwd. 
Is every heart inflamed widi equal rage 
Against yowr king, nor mU one chief engaged 
And haifo I livM tb see, with mournful ey«^ 
ia every Gre4k a new AchiDes rise ? 

Gerenian Nestor then : So Fate has wBf d » 
And aU-conflrming time has Fate fulfilled. 
Not he that thunders from th* aerial bower, 
Not Jovo himseU, upon the pabt has powefe*. 
The waU, our late inviolable bound. 
And best dBdhnee, ttei smoking on the gvouad t 
E'en to tito ships their conquering arms extend^ 
And groaos oTftlau^cn'd Greeks to heaven nsemm^ 
On s|ie«dv measuios then empksy your thou^t, 
Ui iuch aistreas. 1 f counsel pofit aught ; 
Arms cannot much : though Mars our souls incita . 
These ^Itig wounds withhold us from the fig^ 

To him tm mcmaich: That our amy bendi, 
llmt Troy triumphant our high fleet ascends, 
And thlR Ute mmpart late our surest trast, 
And best defenM,' lies smoking m the dust ; 
AU this hom Jove's aflKetifig hand we bear, 
Who, far from Aigos, wills our ruin here. 
fkst are lito dkys when happier Greece wtt Iflatt 
And all his flnwir, all his aid oonfest; 
llow heaven averm, our hands from battle tieSy 
And lifts the Tvogan ^loiy «» the skies. 
Ctase IMP at length to waste our bkxxi in valii» 
And launch what ships lie neatost lothe mida : 
tiBvodieiettt anchor till the coming 1* ' 
Then, if impetuous Tray fbihear the f 
■ring aVW«Mt ttid how «Mb lafl loir' 
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Better {mm evils, well foreseen to ttutt 
Than perish la the danger we mAj stiua^ 

Thus he. 1^he sage UJysees tiius repLieSt 
VVbLb anger flashed from his dkd^ufut eyes; 
What ahaiaeful words (ujikmgly as thou art) 
Fd] from that trembling tangue^ ^ad tiEnorous beoztl 
Oh were thy evtray the curse of uwaner poviren^ 
And thciu the shame of any bo-sC but ours ! 
K iuik, by Jo^e endued with martial inigfat. 
And taught to conf^uer,. or to ^11 m fight t 
AdTenturbufiL combats and tHild wars towa^^ 
ijnploy^d our youth j and ytft enjploysj mjr a^. 
And wilt thou thus desert ttw Trojan plain ? 
And have whoJe streams of blond t^eeii $pilt in v&ii ! 
In such base sentence if thou eoucli thy feart 
^peak it in whispers iest a Greek should hear. 
Lives there a man so dead to hme, who dates 
To think such meanness, or the thought declarefl f 
And comes it e'en fitjm him whose sovereign sway 
The banded legioos of ail Greece obeiy f 
U this a generar» voice, that calls to flight, 
Whila war hang$ doubtful, while hiE sofdiers fight i 
What more could Troy? What yei their fate denleit 
Thou giv'si the foe: all Greece becomes their priuL 
■No more the troops (our hoisted sails in view, 
lltetDselves abandon^) shall the fight pursue j 
But thy ships flyings with despaur ihalt see ; 
And owe destr\tction to a prince like ttiee. 

Thy just reproofs (Atrides calm replies) , 

Uie arrows pierce me, for thy words ate w\m. 
Unwilling as I am to lose the host, 
I force not Gnece to leave this hateful eoaft 
Glad I submit^ whoe'er, or young or old, 
Aufhtf more conduciwe to our weal^ unfoitL , 

Tydides cut him short, and tlius began ; . .1 

^ch cDuna^l if you seek, behold the man 
Who boldly eives it ; and what ha shall aaj* . .a 
S'omig though he be^ disdain not to obey : 
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A yoota, who (roni dM mighty Tydeua «prfaigib 

Maj^ speak to councils and assembled kings* 

Hear then in me, the great (£nide8* son. 

Whose honourM dust (his race of glory nm; 

Lies whehn^d in ruins of the Theban wall ; 

Brhve m his life, and glorious in his fiedl ; 

With three bold sons was generous Frothous bletf» 

Who Pleuron*s walls and Calydon possest; 

Meias and Agnus, but (who nr surpast 

The rest in courage) OCneus was the last, 

From him, my sire. From Calydon expellM, 

He passed to Areos and in exile dweird ; 

The monarch's daugliter tliere (so Jove ordam*d) 

Hd won, and flourished were Adrastus reignM ; 

There, rich in fortune's gifts, his acres till'd, 

Belieid his vines their liquid harvest yield. 

And numerous flocks that whitenM all the field* 

Such Tydeus was, the foremost once in fame ! 

Nor lives m Greece a suanger to his name. 

Then, what for common good my thoughts inq;>irtt 

Attend, and in the son, respect the sire. 

Though tore of battle, though with wounds opproai» 

Lei each go forth and animate the rest, 

Advance the glory which he cannot share, 

Though not partaker, witness of the war. 

But l^t new wounds on wounds o'erpower us qukft 

Bmnd the missile javelin's sounding flif^tf 

Safe let us stand ; and from the tumult far, 

laspiie the ranks, and rule the distant war. 

He added not: the listening kings obey, 
Skiw movmg on ; Atrides leads the way. 
The God of Ocean (to inflame their rage) 
Appears a warrior furrow'd o'er with age; 
met in his own the general's hand he tookt 
Aad thus the venerable hero spoke : 

Atrides, fo! with what disdainful eye 
AeMUes se«t his country^s forces i^; 
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BUnd impious man ! whose anger it tus guides 

Who glories iii uDuttcratile pride^ 

So may he perkh, so may Jove disclaim 

The wtetcii relentless, and overwhelm wjtl> s^mmel 

ikil heavfln forsake* iiot thee: o'er yonder iandi 

Eoon ^haltthou view the scattered TrDJ^ bands 

riy diverse ^ ivhik proud kings, and clnefs renowu'd, 

Diiircn heaps on heaps, wkh clauda involvM around 

Of roUing dust, their winged wheeU employ 

To hide I heir ignomlmous heads in Troy. 

He spoke, then ru5h*d aitiid the wanior crew, 
And seut his voice before liim as he flew, 
Loud, aa the shout eneoLJnieriiig armies yield, 
When twice ten tliousand shake the lahnuriiig Aeld" 
Sucb was the voice, and such the thundering sound 
Or hinif whose trident rends tlie solid grtHindp 
Kach Arrive bosom beals to meet tlie nght, 
And grisFy war appears a pleasing sight 

Meaatiine Satumia from Olyiupus brow^ 
Higti-thronM in gold, beheld tlie helda below ; 
Widi joy, the glorious condici she surveyed, 
Where her great brother gave the Grecians aid. 
But placM aloft, on Ida^s shady height 
Bbe Bees her Jove, and trembles at tiie sight. 
Jove to dectjive, what method shall she try. 
What arte to blind his all- be holding eye ? 
At length she trusts her power 5 resolved to proTt 
Fhe old, yet siiU succcssfyl, cheat of love ; 
Against his wisdom to oppo«£ her charms, 
And luJl Uie Lord of Thunders in her arms, 

Swift to her bright apartment she repairs, 
iHicred to dress and beauty ^s pleasing cam e 
With skill divine had Vulcan formM the iio wer. 
Safe from acces^s of each intrudiiig power. 
Touched with her secret key, the doors unfold s 
Self cba'd, behind her shut the valves of gold. 
Here first she bathes; and routid her Ixidy poun 
Sufi oib of fragraaoet a^id ambrosial showcni: 
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The winds peifoin'cl, the babny gale cenver 

Thro' heaven, thro' earth, and afi the aerial m^i 

Spirit divine ! whose exhalation greets 

The sense of Gods with more than mortal sweete. 

Thus, while she breathM of heaven, with decent pcidi 

Her artful hands the radiant tresses tied : 

Part on her head in shining rinslets roU'd, 

Part o*er her shoulders wav'd like melted gold. 

Around her, next, a heavenly mantle flow'd. 

That rich with Pallas' labour'd colours glow*d : 

Laigp clasps of gold the foldings galher'd round 

A golden zone her swelling bosom bound. 

Far^beaniing pendants tremble in her ear, 

Each gem illumin'd with a triple star. 

Then o'er her head she casts a veil more w4uc» 

Than new fall'n snow, and dazzling as the light 

Last, her fiur feet celestial sandals grace. 

Thus issuing radiant, with majestic pace. 

Forth from the dome th' imperial Goddess mov«^ 

And calls the Mother of the Smiles and Lovei. 

How long (to Venus thus apart she cry'd) 
Shall human strife celestial mmds divide ? 

Ah, yet will Venus aid Satumia's joy, 
And set aside the cause of Greece and Troy? 

Let heaven's dread empress (Cythertta said) 
Speak her request, and deem her will obey'd. 
Then grant roe (said the Queen) those coDquering 

charms. 
That power which mortals and immortals wamai 
That love whk;h melts mankind in fierce desires, 
And bums the sons of heaven with sacred firee? 

For lo ! I haste to those remote abodes. 
Where the ftreat parents (sacred source of Gods!) 
Oce^ and Tethys their old empire keep. 
On the last limits of the land and deep. 
In their kind arms my tender years were put \ 
WhsEt time old Saturn, from Olympus cast. 
Of upper heaven to Jove resign'd the .reign, 
^belni^d uiMte? tint toii«e masn of earth and bmIb. 
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For strife, I hMf, has o»de the uniM timm, 
Which h^d so long that ancient pair in peace. 
What honour, and what love shall I obtauit 
If I compose those iatal feuds again ; 
Once more their minds in mutuiQ ties engage. 
And what my youth has owM, repay their an f 

She said. With awe divine the Queen of Lovt 
Ober'd llie sister and the wife of Jove : 
And from her fragrant breast the zone unbiBfi*dg 
With various skiU and high embroidery gnc*d 
In this was every art and every charm, 
To win the wisest, and the coldest warm . 
Fond love, the gentle vow, the gay deare, 
The kind deceit, the still reviving fire, 
Perauanve speech, and more persuasive sighii 
Silence that spoke, and eloquence of eyes. 
This, on her hand the Cyprian Goddess laid ; 
Take tliis, and with it all thy wish, she said. 
V^lth smiles she took the charm ; and smiling picH 
The powerful cestus to her snowy breast. 

Then Venus to the courts of Jove withdrew; 
Whilst from Olympus pleas'd Satumiaflew. 
0*er high Fieria thence her course she bore, 
0*eriairGmathia*s ever«pleasing shore, 
0*er Haemus' hills with snows eternal crown d ^ 
Nor once her flying foot approach'd the ground. 
Then taking w'ing from Atnos' lofty steep, s 

She speeds to Lemnos o*er the rolling deep, > 

And seeks the cave of Death's half-brother, Sle^ | 
Sweet, {deasiug Sleep ! (Satumia thus began) 
Who spiead'st thy empire o'er each God and Man* 
If e'er obsequious to thy Juno's will, 
Power of Slumbers ! hear, and fevour stiUi 
Shed thy soft dews on Jove's immortal eyesi 
While sunk in love's entrancing joys he liet. 
A splendid footstool, and a throne, that shina 
With gold unfiuHng, Soinnus, shall be thine; 
Tbejnmk of Vulcan; to indulge thy« — 
Whan wine andfeaMi tfariN^ A 
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Imperial Dame, (the balmv power replies) 
Great Satum^i heir,aiid empress of the skies! 
O^er other Gods 1 spread my easy chain ; 
The Sire of all, old Oceaii, ovms my reig^ 
And his bush'd waves lie silent on the main. 
But how, unbidden, shall 1 dare to steep 
Jove*s awful temples in the dew of sleep ? 
Long since too venturous, at thy bold command. 
On uose eternal lids 1 laid my hand : 
What time, deserting llion^s wasted plain. 
His conquering son, Alcides, ploughM the main. 
Wh<ai lo ' *he deeps arise, the tempests roar, 
And drive the hero to the Coan shore ; • 
Great Jove, awaking, shook the blest abodes » 

With rising wrath, and tumbled Gods on Gods ; 
Me chief he sought, and from the realms on hi|^ 
Had huri*d indignant to the nether sky. 
But gentle Night, to whom J fled lor aid, 
(The friend of earth and heaven) her wings di8{day*d .< 
ImpowerM the wrath of Gods and men to tame, 
E*en Jove rever*d the venerable dame. 

Vain are thy fears, (the Queen of Heaven replies, 
And speaking, rolls her large, majestic eyes) 
Think*st thou that Troy has Jove*s high favour woo. 
Like great Alcides, his all-conquering son ? 
Hear, and obey the mistress of the skies. 
Nor for the deed expect a vulgar prize ; 
For know, thy lov'd-one shall be ever thine, 
The youngest Grace, Fasithae the divine. 

Swear £en (be said) by those tremendous floods 
Tliat roar through hell, and bind th' invoking Gods 
Let the great parent Earth one hand sustain, 
And stretch the other o*er the sacred main. 
Call the black Titans, that with Chronos dwell. 
To hear and witness from the depths of hell • 
That she, my lov'd one, shall be ever mine. 
The youngest Grace, Pasithae the divine. 

The queen assents, and from th' infernal bow«% 
InvoMt'iha Mbit sntNaifiiiHui Foiran, 
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And those who tale th' inviolable floods 
Whom inorials name the diread Titanlan Godn 

Then swift as wind| Q*er Lemtio^* $moky lEle, 
Thej wiog their way, and Imbrua* sea-beat soil, 
Throu^ a.JT unseen, mv^ulvM m darkne^ g^iide, 
And light on I.«ectcis,on the point of Jde { 
(Mother of savages, vvhoae echoing hills 
Are heard resounding witli a hundred rUls) ^ 
Fair Ida trembles underneath the God ; 
Hushed are her mountains, and her forests nod ; 
There on a fir, whose spiry branches rise 
To join Its summit to tne neighbouring skies ^ 
Dark in einbnwering bhade, concealed from sight, 
Sai Sleep, in likeness of the bird of night. 
(Chalcis his name by those of heavenly birth, 
But caJrd Cymindis by tlie race of earth-) 

To Ida*a lop successful Juno flies; 
Great Jove surveys her with desiring eyes: 
The God, whose lightning sets tlie heavens onfiref 
Through all his bosom feels the fierce desire ; 
Fierce as when first by stealth he seiE^d hercharm>t 
Mi3C*d with her eotil, and mehed in her arms, 
FixM on hei eyes, he fed his eager look, 
Then pressed her hand, and thus with transport spok#i 

Why comes my Goddess from th^ ethereal Jiky, 
And not her steeds and Hamjng cliariot nigh ? 

Then she— -I haste to those remote abodes, 
VVhere the great parents of the deathless godi^ ^ 

The reverend Ocean and gray Tethys reign, 
Oti the la^ limits of the Land and main. 
I visit thesej to whose indulgent cares 
I owe the nursing of my tender years. 
For flirife, I hear, has made that union cease, 
Whbh held so long this ancient pair in peace. 
Tl» ueeds^ prepared my chariot to convey 
O'er earth ana seas, and through ih^ aerial w&yp . 
Wait under Ide^ of tliy superior power 
To a^ consent, I leave th' Olympian bower ; 
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Nor seek, unknown to thee, the sacred oeOi 
Deep under seas, where hoary Ocean dweUi. 

For that (said Jove) su£Eice another day{ 
But eager love denies the least delay. 
Let uoner caxes the present hour employ. 
And be these moments sacred all to joy. 
Ne^w did my soul so strong a passion prov% 
Or for an earthly, or a heavenly love : 
Not when I pressed Ixion's matchless dame, 
Whence rose Perithous like the Gods in £yne. 
Not when fair Danae felt the shower of gold 
Stream into life, whence Perseus brave and boldL 
Not thus I burned for either Theban dame, 
(Bacchus from this, from that Akides came.) 
Not Phoenbc* daughter, beautiful and young, 
Whence godlike Khadamanth and Minos spniq^ 
Not thus I buniM for fair Latona's face. 
Nor comelier Ceres* more majestic grace. 
Not thus e^en for thyself I felt desire. 
As now my veins receive the pleasing fire. 

He spoke ; the Goddess with the charming ejrei^ 
Glows with celestial red, and thus replies t 
Is this a scene for love ? On f da*s height 
Expos*d to mortal and immortal sight ; 
Our joys profaned by each femiliar eye : 
The sport of heaven, and fable of the sky. 
How shall X e*er review the blest abodes. 
Or mix amon^ the senate of the Gods? 
Shall I not thmk, that with disordered chami, 
All heaven beholds me recent from thy arms? 
With skill divine has Vulc^ form*d thy bow«^ 
Sacred to love and to the genial hour ; 
If such thy will, to that recess retire, 
And secret there indulge thy 90ft desire. 

She ceased ; and smilins with superior ksw^ 
Thus answer'd mild the cioud-compellin< Jovv; 
Nor God, nor mortal shall our joys beholo. 
Shaded with clouds, and circumfutM in foAdi 
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Not even die sun^ who darti through heaven 1it< rftjii 
And whose birmd eye th' extended eanh fiurvej& 

Ga^ii'L^ he epoke, and kJndUng at the view. 
His eager amis around ihe Goddess threw. 
Glad eiarth perceives, BJid from her bosom potixi 
Unbidden herbs and voluntaiy J^owers: 
Thick tiew-bom violets a. soft carpet spread, 
Anil clustering lotos swelled the rising bed, 
And EiiHdcn hyacinthu ihe lurf bestrow, 
And flaj:iiy crocus made the mountain glow. 
Theie golden clouds concealed the heavenly pair, 
Stjcep'd in soft joys, and circumfusM with air; 
Celestial dews, de?^ending o'er the ground, 
Perfume the mount, and breathe ambm^iia rounds 
At length With love and sl^ep^s soft power oppreat, 
Tjie panting Thunderer nods, and sinks to resL 

Now to the navy borne on silent wings. 
To Neptune's ear soft Sleep his message brings j 
Beskle him sudden, unperceivM he stood, 
And thus with gentle words address^ the God : 

Now, f^eptune 1 now tli' important hour emploff 
To check awhile the haughty hopes of Troy: 
While Jove j^et rests, while yet my vapours slied 
The golden vision round his sacred head ;, 
For Juno*s love, and Somno's pleasing ties. 
Have clos'd those awful and eternal eyea. 

Thus having said, the yjower of Slumber fiew. 
On human lids to drop the bahny dew. 
Neptune, with xeal increasM, renews his caia. 
And towering in the foremobt rai^k of war, 

indignant thus Oh once of martial fame! 

O Greeks i if jet yn can desene the name ! 

This half-recoverM day, shall Troy obtain? 

Shall Hector diunder at 3? our ships again ? 

La still he vaunts, and threats the deet with £riei» 

While Btem Achilles m his vvrath retires, 

One hero's loss too taiuely you deplore, 

Bt itiU youTfidves, and we &hall need no mora. 
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Oh yet, if glory any bosom wanns, 
Brace on your firmest helms, and stand lo arms: 
His strongest spear each valiant Grecian wield, 
Each valiant Grecian seize his broadest shield ; 
Let to the weak the lighter arms belong, 
The ponderous taige be wielded by the strongi 
(Thus arm^d) not Hector shall our presence stay* 
M^lf, ye Greeks ! myself will lead the way. 

The troops assent ; their martial arms they chu^s 
The busy chiefs their banded legions range. 
The kines, though wounded, and opprest with paii^ 
With helpful hands themselves assist the train. 
The strong and cumb'rous arms the valiant Wddldt 
The weaker warrior takes a lighter shield. 
Thus sheathM in shining brass, in bright array 
The legions march, and Neptune leads the Y/ay: 
His brand ishM falchion flames before their eyes, 
Like lightning flashing through the frighted skies. 
Clad in his might, th* earth-shaking Power appeani 
Pale mortals tremble, and confess their feftrs. 

Troy's great defender stands alone unaw'd. 
Arms his proud host, and dares oppose a God: 
And lo ! the God and wondrous man appear: 
The 8ea*s stern Ruler there, and Hector nere. 
The roaring main, at her ^at master's call. 
Rose in huge ranks: and form'd a water^rwaU 
Around the ships ; seas hanging o'er the shorati . 

But armies join : earth thunders, ocean roars. ^ 

Not hiilf 80 loud the billowing deeps resound, jt 

When stormy winds di xlose the dark profound ; > 

Less loud the winds, that from th' .£olian hall 
Roar through the woodti, and make whole forests ftll« 
Less loud the woods, wLien flames in torrents pour, 
Catch the dry mountain, and its shades devour: 
With such a rage the meeting hoste are driveq, 
And such a clamour shakes Uie soundinc hsAfViH 
Tue first bold iavelin ui^^'d by Hector's nroo, 
'at Ajaz* boaoiti wuig'd its course; 
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But there no pass the eics&ing belts aJTord, 

(One brajc'd bis bhield^ and €iie susiaij/d hig swonL) 

Then back the dipappoinied Trnjan drew, 

And cursM the lance U^a^t urtavaUmg flew ; 

But ^scap'd not Ajax ^ his tcLnpestuous band 

A ponderous &tn*ve upbeaviug trom tJie santl, 

[Where heaps laid ^'xise beneath the warrior^K feel, 

Of eervM to haJLasti or to prop Uie fleet) 

To&eM round ajid round the iriJssiTe marble Aings; 

On the rax\l shield the falling ruin rinpt 

Fuil on bis breast and thrtiat with three descetuk^ 

Nar deadened there its giddy fiiry spends. 

But whirling on, with many a fiery rounds 

Smokes in uve dust, a^nd ploughs hi to the grouiicL 

As when the bolt, red-hissing linoni nlxive, 

Darts on the consecrated plant of Jova^t 

The mountain-oak in Hanning ruin lies, 

Bl^ck from the bloMr, and smokes of sulphur ru* i 

Stiff with amaze the paJe beholders Etand, 

And own the tftiror^ of th* Aimjgbij hand I 

So lje» great Hector prostrate on the shore ; 

His slackened hEmd deserts ihe lance it bore 5 

His follow ine shield the fallen chief o'erspreod; 

Beneath hia helrnet dropped his fainting head; 

His load of armour sinking on the ground, 

Clanks on the field ; a dead, and hollow sonnd. 

ijOud shouts of triumph fdl the crowded plain ; 

Greece sees, in hope, Troy's great defender skiai 

Alt spring to seize him : $tormt» of arrowy flf | 

And thicker javelins intercept the sky. 

in vain an iron tem|;ie£»i h\^$es ronnd ; 

Ha lies protected, and without a woiui<L 

^olydamas^ A*enor the divitiG^ 

The pious warrior of Anchises' line. 

And each bold leafier of the Lycian baiMi j 

With covering ehieUis (a friendly circle) stai 

His mournful followers, with assist r^nt care^ 

Tlie gn^aning heio lo hii diafiot bear | 
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His foaming cotfrMiii^ nnfier than tlw wind, 
Speei » the town, mmi loave the war behind. 

When now they touehM the mead's enainell'd side^ 
Where gentle Xanthus voUs his easy tide» 
With watery drops the chief they sprinUe round, 
FlacM on tlie mafgm of the flowexy ground ; 
Raised on* his knees, he now c^ts the gore. 
Now feints anew, low sinking on the shore ; 
By fits he breathes, half views the fleeting skies, 
iknd seals again, by fits, his swimming eye& 

Soon as the Greeks the chieTs retreat beheld. 
With double fury each invades the field. 
Oilcan Ajax first Ym javelhi sped, 
Pierc*d »f whose point the son of Gnops bled ; 
^Satnius the brave^ whom beauteous Neis bore 
Amidst her flocks^ on Sateio's silver shore) 
Struck through the beUy*s rim, the warrior lies 
Supine^ and shades eiemai veil his eye& 
An arduous batde rose around the dead ; 
By turns the Greeks, by turns the Trojans bled. 

Fir*d with revenge, rolydamas drew near. 
And at Prothoenor shook tlie trembling ^ar; 
The driving javelin through his shoulder thrust. 
He sii^s to earth, and grasps the bloody dust, 
Lo thus (the victor cries) we rule the field. 
And thus their arms the race of Panthus widd ; 
From this unerring hand there flies no dart 
Butt bathes its point within a Grecian heart. 
Prompt on that spear to which thou ow*etthy fidl, 
tio, guide thy darksome steps to Plutt>*s dreary hall 

He said, and sorrow ttnich'd each Ai]pve breast 
The soul of AjaM bum*d above the rest 
As by his side the groaning wan ior fell. 
At the fierce foe he landed his pieroine steel: 
The foe reclining, sliuanM the flying death ; 
But Fate,' Affohifoehos^ demands thy breath t 
Thy lofty birth no succour could impart. 
The wings of death o^enaok Aeeon the dait| 
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Swift tit perfbrm h«aven^E fatal will It fled, 
Full <m the juiictucc of tlie n«ck and head, 
Ani look the joints and cut liie nerves ii^ twaia'^ 
The dropping laead Hrst tuniblcd lo Liie plain. 
So just tliie stroke, that yet tht: lx>i:ly stood 
£i«ct, then lOlPd alotig, the sands in hlnod^ 

Here, proud l*oiydamasj here turn 'l.j eywt 
(The towerjng Ajajt loud insulting cries) 
Say, Is this ehiet extended on the plain, 
A worthy vengeance for Proihcenor slain ? 
Msrk well his port ! his figure and his t]pM:e, 
Nor speak hini vulgari not of vulgar race ; 
Some hues, mediinks, n^ay nmke hi^ lineage kiunnii 
Antenor^s brother, or perl^ps his son. 

He ejjate^ and amird severe, for well he knew 
The bleeding youth : Troy saddeuM at ttie view. 
But furious A cam as av4;ng^d his cauBe ^ 
As Promaehus hiu slaugliter^d brniher draws. 
He piereM his heart— Such fate attends^ yoij aJlj 
Ptoud Argives I destined by our arms to fall. 
Not Troy alonef but haughty Greece shall shart 
The tojh, the soinows, and die n ound$ of war. 
Behold your Proinachus deprived of breath, 
A victim owM ro my brave brother^s deatL 
Not unappeas'd he enters Pkitu^s ;;ate, 
T/Vho leaves a hrodie>' to tevenge his fato. 

tieart-piercing anguish struck me Grecian h<^ 
But totich*d the breast nf hold Pendens niostj 
Ai the proud boaster he directs his course; 
The boeister Aiest and shuns supeiior foic«» 
But young Ilioneus received Itie Bpeaf ; 
Jlioneus, his ather^3 only care^ 
(Phorhas the Ttcb, of all Uie Trojan train 
WLioin Hemies lov*d, aJid tau^it the ajrtfi cf g^n;^ 
Full in his evetlw weapon chaiic'd to fall. 
And frmn Uie fibrts Bcoop'd the rooted ball, 
DrovF thruugti tJie neck and huiVd him to the plaip 
Be llfls hlstiiisorFihk' arms in v&iu I 
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9wiA hii broad falchion fiarce P^neteiie spread, 
And from the s)^uting Shoulders struck his head \ 
To earth at once the head and helmet fly ; 
The lance, yet striking through Uie bleeding a|«i 
Tba victor seizM ; and as aloft he s\\ocik 
The g^Mry visage, thus insulting spoke; 

Trojans ! your great Ilioneus behold ! 
Haste, to his father let the tale be told : 
Let hn hlsh roof resound mth frantic wo, 
*8uch, as the house of Fromachus must know; 
iM doleful tidhigs greet his mother's ear, 
Such, as to Promacnus' sad ^use we bear; 
When we victorious shaU to Greece return, 
And the pale matron m our triumph's mourn. 

Dreadnil he spoke, then toss'd the head on M^\ 
The Tronans, hear, they tremble and they fly« 
Aghast tney gaze around the fleet and wall, 
And dread the ruin that impends on all. 

Dauehters of Jove ! that on Olympus shinflr 
Te all-beholding, all-recording Nine! 
O say, when Neptune made proud Ilion yield, 
Hliat chief, what hero, first embrued the field f 
Of all the Grecians what immortal name, 
And whose blest trophies will ye raise to lame? 

Thou first, great Ajax ; on th' ensan|uinM plain 
Laid Hyrtius, leader of the Mjnsian tram. 
Fhakesy and Mermer, Nestor's son overthrew. 
Bold Menon, Morys, and Hippotion slew. 
Strong Feriphaetes, and Prothodn bled, 
Bv Teucer's arrows mutsled wiUi the dead. 
nere'd m the flank by Menelaiis' steel, 
His people*8 pastor, Hyperenor, fell ; 
Eternal darkness wrapt the warrior round. 
And the fierce tnul catne rushing through the 
But Mtretch'd iu heaps before Oileus' son, 
FaU mighty numbers, mighty numbers run{ 
kjjut the less, of all the Grecian race 
SftUI'd in pursuit, and swiftest in the ciUMk 
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TliB ARGUMErrr. 
TlU J\fiA Battle^ at ths Skipi ; and iht Actt of Jtj^mt 
Aipiter iw^LiAif, »ett the Tmjiuii npulsed From the treaehMi 
Hcctar in a urottu^ imd N^eptiine «t Lhe hendof Lbs. OrFi;lrc} 
^ tt hl^h1/ inctiuied al thft ulifict of Juno, who npp^iAiel 
biin bj bsf^ tub Id iui DOS J, iba li thti) tcul to Irli ifld Apulka> 
Jtincrepilrin^ lo Ibe aisMnbljr of ihe G^ds-. Atleta|jltwllti ci- 
trttordibacj &ddrcs» ta incenae ihemngalost JupiUr; in pai-ti- 
CbIk^ %h0 tmicties Mart wllh a violent r^^nMnvnt \ h« iareadjr 
to t«k« orma^ but if pf^irfjqiTed bjr M(nerra« Iris and AppUo 
obaj^ thd orders of Jupiter; Iris coifunnndi N'eptLiiiia to Icatb 
tfaie battle, to If hich^ uftcr much i%lucLB.n[^Q pjid paision, h« 
coiu«Rti. Apollo re-iospiret Hector w»Eh i^igour, brini^a him 
bkck lo thebattl«, marches bcfaiv him wilh bis^j^ia^nnd turni 
lh« foTtmifi of the fig^i^^ He brenkj down ^rcut part of lbs 
Orecian iTftjl.'^ tbe Trojani rush in^ jtnJ itlempt lo £.■« ibt 
Gr«L line of the fleet, but mi«. ai jf«t, nepejled bj tbe [rcaldf 
Ajut wjtb ft pfodigktuf il^fbter. 



Mow in swift flight they pass the trench pTOfmind, 
*Lnd many a chief lay gasping oq the ground : 
Tj«n stoppM and pantftd, ivhfefft the chariots liti j 
FoAif Da their iiheekf and horror in their eye* 
Meanwhile, awakened frnjiiiiU dream of love, 
On Ida*a stnnmit sat imperial Jave; 
ftound tha wide fields Jiecast a careful vie??, 
There saw the Trojans fly* the Greeks purine; 
Th«M proud in amis, those acatterVl o'er the plaint 
And I nitdiit the war, the monarch of the main. 
?Jot fer^ great Hector mi ihedusi he spies, 
(Hm sad asbociaies n>und with weeping eyet) 
Tjectitig blood, ana paniing yet for breith, 
nil aeatet waiid^rmg to Uie verge of deatk 
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The God beheUI bin) with a pttyiiig |ooIl, | 
And thus, incensed to fraudful Juno spolce: 

O thou, still adverse to th^ eternal will. 
For ever studious in promoting ilU 
Thy arts have made the godlike Hector yield. 
And driven his conquering squadrons from the field* 
Canst thou, unhappy in tliy wiles ! witlistand 
Our power immoise, ar«d brave tb* almighty hand? 
Hast thou forgot, when, bound and fix'd on hig^ 
Fmm the vast concave of the spangled sky, 
I hung thee tivmbling in a golden chain ; 
And all tlie raging Gods opposM in vain? 
Headlong I hurlM them from .ne Olympian halL 
StunnM in the whirl, and bioatiiless with the &&. 
For godlike Hercules the««« ueeds were done, 
Nor seeraM the vengean « woithy such a son: 
When, by tliy wiles inauc^d, fierce Boreas tost 
The shipwrecked hero on the Coan coast: - 

Him through a thousand forms of death I bore» 
And wnt to Argps, and his native shore. 
Hear this, remember, and our fury dread, 
Nor pull th' unwilling vengeance on thy head| 
Lest arts and blandishments successless prove. 
Thy soft deceits, and well-disaembled love. 

The Thunderer sfioke : imperialJuno moum'cl. 
And, tieinhling, these submissive words retum^d: 

By every oath tliat Powers immortal ties, 
The foodAil earth, and all^nfolding skies, 
iW thy black waves, tremendous Styx ! that flow 
llirough the drear realm of gliding ehosts bekw* 
By the diead honours of thy sacred neadt 
And that tmbmkeh vow, our virgin bed i 
Not by my arts the Ruler of the main 
Sleq[>8 Ttuy in blood, and ranges round the plain i 
By n*9 own ardour, his own pity swayM 
To help his Greeks ; he fou^t, and Jisobey'd ; 
Else hsid thy Juno better counsels giveut 
And taught submission to tlie Sire of bflAveiii 
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Think'st thou with dm? Air EmpiMft of tte AImI 
Th' iminortal fioher with a smile replies !) 
.Then soon tho haughty sea-god shall obey. 
Nor dare to act, but when we point the way. 
If truth inspires thy tongue, procUiro our will 
To yon bright synod on th' Olympian hiJl ; 
Our high decree let various Iris know, 
.And call the God that bears the silver bow. 
Let her descend, and ficom the embattled plaJa 
Command the sea^^^ to his watery reign: 
While Phoebus hastes, great Hector to prepaia 
To rise atiesh, and once more wake the war. 
His labouring bosom re-inffl>ires with breath. 
And calls his snises fiom the verge of death. 
Greece efaas'd by Troy, e'en to Achilles' deal, 
Shall tail by thousands at the heroes ieet 
He, not untouched with pitv,to the plain* 
Shall send Pstrocius, but shall send in vain. 
What yoaths he slaughters under Uion's walls f 
E*en my lovM son, divine Sarpedon, &lls ! 
Vanquished at kist by Hector's lance he liea > 
Then, nor till then, shall great Achilles rise i > 

And lo ! that instant gpduke Hector dies. ) 

From that great hour the war's whole forUina tuiM^ 
Pallas assl^ and lofty ilion bums. 
Not till that day shaU Jove relax his rage. 
Nor one of all the heavenly host enoge 
In aid of Greece. The promise of a God 
I gave, and seai'd it with th' almighty nod* 
Achmes* gkiiy to the stars to raise ; 
Such was our word, and Fate the word obeyii 

The trembling Queen (th* almighty order gjivcM) 
Swift frcm th' Idaeao summit shot to heaven. 
As some way-filrlng roan, who wanders o'er 
In tliougbt a length of lands he trod before, 
Sends forth his acthre mind from place to placc^ 
Joins hill to dale, and measures sftact witk spmt 



So Mvift flaw Jtttio to tlie blest abodes, 
If thought of man can match the speed of God% 
There tat the Powers in awful synod placM ; 
They bow*d, and made obeisanoe as she pass'd, 
Through 931 the braaen dome, with goblets crownM« 
They nail her queen ; the nectar streams around. 
Fair Themis first presents the golden bowl, 
And anxious asks what cares disturb her soul f 

To whom tiie whita-ann*d Goddess tlius replies: 
Enough thou know*st, the Tyrant of the skies 
Severely bent his purpose to fulfil, 
Uumov*d his mind, and unrestrained his will. 
Go thou, tlie -feasts of heaven attend thy call ; 
Bid the crownM nectar circle round the hall: 
But Jove shall thunder through th* ethereal done, 
Such stem decrees, such threaten*d woes to come, 
As soon shall fi-eexe mankind with dire surprise, 
And damp th* eternal banquets of the skies. 

The Goddess said, and sullen took her place ; 
Blank horror saddenM each celestial fact. 
To see the gathering grudge in every breast. 
Smiles on her lip a spleenfiil joy exprest ; 
While on her wrinkled firont, and eye-brow bent. 
Sat stedfast care, and lowering discontent 
Thus she proceeds — Attend, ye Powers above I 
But know, *tis madness to contest with Jove ; 
Supreme he sits ; and sees in pride of sway, 
Tour vassal Godheads |rudgiiig^yj)bey : 
Fierce in tlie majesty of power controls ; 
Shakes all the thrones of heaven, and bends the poles 
Submiss, Immortals ! all he wills, obey : 
And thou, great Mars, begin and show the way. 
Behold Ascalaphus ! behoki him die. 
But dare not murmur, dare not vent a righ ; 
Thy own lov*d boasted offspring lies overthrown. 
If that lov*d boasted c/Bspnng be thv own. 

Stem Mars with anguish for his uaugbter'd toOi 
Smoie his rebelling breast, and fierce b%un: 
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Thus then. Immortals ! thus sliall Mara otwy ; 
Foigive me, Gcds, aiid yield my vengeance way t 
Desoeading first to yon forbidden plain, 
The God of battles dares avenge the slain ; 
Davs, though the thunder bursting o*er my head 
Should hull me blazing on those heaps of deacL 

With tliat he gives command to Fear and Flight 
To join his rapid coursers for the fight: 
Then, grim in arms, with hasty vengeance flies; 
Amis, that reflect a radiance through the skies. 
And now had Jove, by bold rebellion driven, 
DischaxsM his wrath on half the host of heaven ; 
But PalSis, springing through the bright abode, 
Starts firom her azure tlirone to calm the God. 
StrudL for th' immortal race with timely fear. 
From frantic Mars she snatched the shield aiid speori 
Ttien the huge helmet lifting from his head, 
Thus to th* impetuous homicide she said: 

By what wild passion, furious! art thou tost? 
Striv*st tliou with Jove ? tliou art already lost 
Shall not tlie Thunderer*s dread command restruaf 
And was imperial Juno heard in vain? 
Back to the skies wouldst thou with shame bedrrran, 
Anil in thy guilt involve the host of heaven? 
Qion and Greece no more shall Jove engage; 
The d^ies would yield an ampler scene of rage. 
Guilty and guiltless find an equal fate, 
And one vast niin whelm th* Olympian state. 
Ceasse then thy offspring's death unjust to call ; 
Heroes as great have died, and yet shall folL I 

Why should heaven's law with foolish man complf) 
Exempted from the race ordain*d to die? 

This menace fix*d the warrior to his throne; 
Sullen he sat, and curb*d the rising groan. 
Then Juno ca]l*d (Jove*s orders to obey) 
The winged Iris, and the God of Day. 
Go, n ait the Thunderer*s '^n.'iU (Satumia crieiQ 
On )ioa tmU simuiiit of the fountitU Ida. 



Tliere in tho Pttther^s awful preaence gtaod. 
Receive, and execute his dr&id command. 

She said, and sat: the God that gilds tb« day, 
And various Iris, wing tiieir airy way. 
Swifl as fhs wind, to Ida's hills they came 
(f'air nurse of fountains and of savaga game;) 
There sat th' Eternal; he whose nod controls 
The trembling world, and shakes the steady poUML 
VeilM in a mist of frag;rance him they founds 
With clouds of gpld and purple circled round 
Well-pleased the Thunderer saw tlieir earnest cai«» 
And prompt obedience to the Queen of Air; 
Then (while a stnil^ serenes his awful brow) 
Commands the Goddess of the showery bow. 

'ns ! descend, and what we here ordain 
Report to }'0n mad tyrant of the main. 
Bid him m>m fight to his ovra deeps repair. 
Or breathe from slaughter in the nelds of air* 
If he refuse, then let him timely weigh 
Our elder birthright, and superior sway. 
How £hall hit rashness stand the dire alaimib 
If heaven^s omnipotence descend in arms? 
Strives he with me, by whom his power wat |^ven» 
And is tliere equal to the Lord of neaven ? 

Th* Almieh^ spoke ; the Goddess win|^d bar lij|^ 
To sacred lUon mm th* Idaean height 
Swifl as the rattling hail, or 6cecy snowi 
Drive through the skies, when Boreas fiensaly blow% 
So from tlie clouds, descending Iris fidls. 
And to blue Neptune tlius the goddess callsi 

Attend the mandate of the Sire above ; 
fn me behold the messenger of Jove: 
He bids thee from forbidden wars repair 
To thj^ own deeps, or to tlie fields or air. 
This if refusM, ne bids thee timely wei^ 
His elder birthright, and superior sway, 
kcfsr shall tliy nuhness stand the dire alaraiai 
If keaven*s omnipabeosa descend in arait^ 
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Stjiv*6t thou wfth hhn, by whom all power is gnrec? 
Aad art tliou equal to the Lord of Heaven? 

What means the haughty Sovereign of the duel, 
fThe king of ocean thus, incensM, replies) 
Rule as he will his portion*d reahn on high ; 
No vassal God, nor of his train am I. 
Tluee brother deities from Satium came, 
And ancient Rhea, earth's immortal dame: 
AssigiiM by lot, our triple rule we know. 
Iniernal Fluto sways the shades below ; 
0*er the wide clouds, and o'er the stany plaiiii 
Ethereal Jove extends bis high domain ; 
My court beneath the hoaiy waves I keep, 
And hush tlie roarings of the sacred deep: 
Olympus, and this earth, in common lie ; 
Wliat claim has here the tyrant of the sky? 
Far in the distant clouds let him control, 
Aod awe the younger brothers of the pole ; 
There to his children his commands be given. 
The trembling, servile, second race of heaven. 

And must 1 then (said she) O Sire of Floods ! 
Bear this fierce answer to the king of Gods? 
Correct it yet, and change thy rash mtent: 
A noble mind disdains not to repent. 
To elder brothers guardian fiends are given, 
To scouige the wretch insiUting them and heavw. 

Great is the profit (thus the God rejoin'd) 
When ministers are blest with prudent mind : 
Wam'd by thy words, to powerful Jove I yield. 
And quit, though angry, tne contended field. 
Hot but his threats with justice i disclaim. 
The same our honours, and our birth the same. 
If yet, forgetful of his piomise given 
To Hermes, Pallas, and the Que<>n of Heaven { 
To fiivour Iliva, that perfidious place, 
Ue breaks his laith with half th* ethereal race: 
' Give h;m to know, unless tiie Grecian train 
I Uy yon proud structuros level with the pkdn, 
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Howe*er th* offence by odier Gods be part, 
The wrath of Neptune shall for ever last 

Thus apeaking, furious from the field he strode, 
And plungM into the bosom of the flood. 
The Lord of Thunders from his lofty height 
Beheld, and thus bespoke the Source of Light 

Behold ! the God whose liquid arms are hurl*d 
Around tlie globe, whose earthquakes rock the world | 
Desists at length his rebel war to wage, 
Seeks his own seas, aud trembles at our rag^ ; 
Eke had my wrath, heaven^s thrones all shaking rotiu^ 
Bum*d to the bottom of tlie seas profound ; 
And ail the Gods that round old Saturn dwell, 
Had heard the thunders to the deeps of hell. 
Well was the crime, and well the vengeance spar*d \ 
C*en [lower immense had found such battle hard. 
Co thou, my son ! the trembling Greeks alaim, 
Shalie my broad aegis on thy active arm. 
Be eodlike Hector thy peculiar care, 
Swell his bold heart, and urge his strength to war 
Let llion conquer, till th* \chaian train 
Fly to their ships and Hellespont again : 
Then Greece shall breathe from toils—the God-bead laid , 
His will divine tlie son of Jove obey*d. 
Not half so swift the sailins ^dcon flies. 
That drives a turtle through the liquid skies; 
As Phoebus, shooting from th* Idean brow, 
Glides down the mountain to the plain below, 
There Hector seated by the stream he seetf, 
His sense returning with the coming breezes 
Again his pulses beat, his spirits rise, 
Again his lov*d companions meet his eyes; '\ 

Jovtf thinking of his pains, thev past awav. 
To whom the God who gives the golden day: 

>Vhy sits great Hector fro .1 the field so &r? 
What grief, what wound withholds thee than tbe wat f 

The fainting hero, as the vision bricht 
Stood iolniug o'er him, half unsealM his t|g)itt 
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What blest Immortal, with oommani 
Thus wakens Hector from the sleep of 
His Fame not told, how, while mj trusty sword 
fiath*d Greece in daughter, and her battle gor'd. 
The mighty Ajax, with a deadly blow 
Had almost sunk me to the shades below ? 
E*en vet, niethinks, the gliding ghosts I tpy^ 
And hell*s black horrors swim before my eye. 

To him Apollo: Be no more dismay'd ; 
See, and be strong ! the Thunderer sends thee aid. 
Behold ! thy PhcuRis shall his arms employ, 
Phoebus, propitious still to ihee, and Troy. 
Inspire thy warriors then with manly force, 
Aad to the ships impel thy rapid horse : 
E'en I will make thy fiery coursers way 
And drive the Grecians headlong to the sea. 

Thus to bold Hector spoke the son of Jove, 
And breathM immortal anlour from above. 
As when the jiamperM steed, with reins unbound. 
Breaks from his stall, and pours along the ground 
With ample strokes lie nisnes to the noo4 
To bathe his sides, and cool his fiery blood ; 
His head now fireed, he tosses to the skies ; 
His mane dishevelM o^er his shoulders flies: 
He snuffs the females in the well-known plain 
And snrinzs, exulting, to his fields again : 
I ^iK'd by the voice divine, thus Hector flew, 
j f uU of the God ; and all his hosts pursue. 
■ As when the force of men and dogs combined 
invade the mountain-goat, or branching hind ; 
Fv firom the hunter*s rage secure tliey lie 
Close in the rock ^not feted yet to die;) 
When lo ! a lion snoots across the way ! 
They fly: at once the chasers and the prey. 



. that late in conquering troops punti'd, 
And msrkM their prepress throu^ the ranks In bloo^ 
^ at they see the furious chief appear, 
ypyt to vnqnirii, aad consent to ma. 
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Thoas with frief ol»erv*d his dreadful couiaey 
Thoas, the bravest of th* >£tolian force : 
SkillM to direct tlie javelin's distant flight. 
And bold to combat in liie standing fight; 
Nor more in councils Cim'd for solid sense, 
Than winning words and heavenly eloquencau 
Gods ! what portent (he cried) these eyes invadasf 
Lo ! Hector nses from the Sty|;ian shades ! 
We saw him, late, by tlumderm^ Ajax killM; 
What God restores him to the firighted field ; 
And, not content that half of Greece lie sUun, 
Pours new destruction on her sons again ? 
He comes not, Jove I without thy powerful will i 
Lo ! still he lives, pursues, and conquers still ! 
Yet hear my counsel, and his worst withstand. 
The GreelLs* main bt>dy to the fleet command: 
, But let the few, whom orisker spirits warnif 
Stand the first onsets and provolle the storm. 
Thus point your arms ; and when such foes appeal^ 
Fierce as he is, let Hector learn to fear. 

The warrior spoke, the listening Greeks obeji 
Thickeuuig their ranks, and form a deep array. 

Each Ajax, Teucer, Merion gave conunand. 
The valiant leariei of tlie (Cretan band. 
And Mars-like Meges : these the chiefs excite^ 
Approach the Irie, and meet the coining fight 
Behind, uunuiiiber'd umltitudes attend. 
To flank the navy, and the sliores defend. 
Full uii the front the pressing Trojans beai^ 
And Hector first came towering to the wab 
PhoBbus himself Uie rusiuiig batde led; 
A veil of clouds involved his radiant headi 
High-held before him, Juve*s enonnous siiitld 
Portentous shcaiie, and shaded all the field ; 
V'lSoan to Jove th* immortal gift consign'dt 
Tt acaiter hosts, and terrify mankind. 
Ziib Greeks expect 'he shock, tlie clamours lin 
Ffooi diiBMmit parts, aiid luiogle in the tium> 
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Dire was the hite of darts by heroes flung, 
And arrows leaping from the bow-string 6un|[; 
These drink the life of generous warriors slam ; 
Those guiltless &n, and thirst for blood in vain. 
As long as Phoebus bore unmoved the shield, 
Sat doubtful Conquest hovering o^er the field ; 
But when aloft he shakes it in the skies, 
Shouts in their ears, and lightens in tlieir eyes, 
Deep horror seizes every Grecian breast, 
Thejr force is humbled, and their fear coofest 
So flies a herd of oxen, scattered wide. 
No swain to guard them, and no day to guide, 
When two fell lions from the mountain come, 
And spread the carnage through the shady g^oom. 
Impending Phcebus pc^urs around them fear, 
And Trov and Hector thunder in the rear. 
Heaps iaJl on heaps : the slaughter Hector leads ; 
First great Arcesilas, then Stichius bleeds ; 
One to the bold Baotians ever dear, 
And one Menestheus* fi-iend, and fam*d compeer 
Medon and lasus, JEneas sped ; 
This sprung from Phelus, and th* Athenians led 
But hapless Medon from OTleus came ; 
Him Aiax honoured with a brother's name, 
Though bom of lawless love ; from home ezpeird« 
A baniahfrt man, in Phylace he dwellM, 
Press'd by tlie vengeance of an angry wife; 
Troy ends, at last, nis labours and his life. 
Met^stes next, Polydamas overthrew ; 
Aad thee, brave Clonius, great Agenor slew. 
By Paris, Deiochus inglorious dies, 
nerc'd through the shoulder as he basely flies. 
Polites* ann laid £chius on the plain ; 
SitetchM on one heap, the victors spoil the Msl 
^ Gieeks dismay'u, confused, disperse or fall, 
W seek the trench, son e skulk behind. the wafl. 
lula these fly trembling, others pant for breath, 
^ o*er tha diuighter stalks c:igBnuc lAMh. 
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Ob rushed bold Hector, g^loom j as the jugtit ; ' 

Foibids to plunder, animates the fight. 
Points to the fleet : for, by the Gods, who flies, 
Who dares but linser, by this hand he dies; 
No weeping sister his cold eye shall close, 
No friendly hand his funeral pyre compose. 
Who stops to plunder at this signal hour, 
The birds shall tear him, and the dogs devour. 

Furious he said ; the smarting scouige resounds; 
Tm coursers fly ; the smoking chariot bounds : 
The hosts rush on, loud clamours shake the shore ; 
The horses thunder, earth and ocean roar I 
Apollo, planted at the trench's bound, 
PusliM at the bank : down sunk th* enormous mouni 
RoUM in the ditch the heapy ruin lay ; 
A sudden road ! a long atid ample way. 
O'er the dread fosse (a late impervious space) 
Now steeds, and men, and cars, tumultuous pass. 
The wondering crowds the downward level trod ; 
Before them flam'd the shield, and march*d the God. 
Then with his hand he shook the migh^ wal% 
And lo ! the turrets nod, ^le bulwarks ralL 
Easv, as when ashore an miant stands. 
And draws imagined houses in the sands, 
Tlie sportive wanton, pleased with some new play, 
Sweeps the slight works and fashionM domes away. 
Thus vanishM, at thy touch, the towers and walls ; 
The toil of thousands in a moment falls. 

The Grecians gaze around with wild despair, 
Confus'd, and weary all the Powers with prayer ; 
klxbort theu: men with praises, threats, commands | 
And urge the Gods, with voices, eyes, and haodi. 
Experienced Nestor chief obtests uie skies. 
And weeps his country with a father's eyes. 

Oh Jove ! if ever, on his native shore. 
One Greek enrich'd thy shrine with offer'd ffXti 
It* e'er, in hope our country to behold. 
We paid the fattest firstlings of the fold ; 
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If e'er thou dgn^st our wishes with thf fiod ; 
Perform the promise of a gracious God ! 
7hh day, piieserre our Lia.vJes from the finme, 
And save the relics of tiie Grecian namCp 

Thufl prayM the sage : th^ Eternal g3.v& coiiflentt 
And peals of thunder shook the fi rm^meni: ; 
Presumptuous ^iw mtstoolL ili* acceptitig sign, 
Anfi caich\1 new fury at the vr^ice divine. 
As. when Ulack tenipest£ mix the seas ai^d ekiti. 
Due roarinjT deeps in watery mountains nse, 
\ham the nicies of i^nie tall ^hip ascertd, 
lis wofiib they deluge, and its ribs they r^nd : 
Thus loudly roaring, anrJ o'erpowenu^ all^ 
Mount the thick Trojans up the Grecian wall ^ 
Legione on legions from each side arise \ 
Thick sound the keels ; the storm of arrows fliet^ 
Fierce on the ships aborei the cars belowi 
Thfise wield tlie mace, and those the javelin throw. * 

Willie thus the thunder of the baitJe rag'd, 
And labourinii^ atmies round the works engaged ; 
SllU in the tent Patroclus sat, to tend 
The goofi F^urypylui&t his wouoded friend. 
Hti ^priiikle^ liealing balms to anguish kindi 
And adds discourse, Oie medicine of the rnmd- 
But when he saw, ascending up the fleet, 
Victorious Troy ; then, starting trom hi^ seat, 
H^jth bitter ^;roans ins sorrows he exprcst, 
He wrings his hands, he beats his manly hreasr. 
Tijough yet thy state requires redress (be criei) 

I Depart I must: what horrors strike niy eyes ! 
Charged with Achilles' ingh commands 1 gO| 
A mournful witnesiiof this scene of wo: 
I haste to urge him, by his country^s caia, 
To rise in anns and shine Ei^in in wa^. 
Perhaps soniie favuuring God his ^ul may bend i 

] The voice h powerful of a faithful friend. 

He spoke ; and, speaking, swifter than the wind, 
%uaiig from tlic tei^t, and left tJie ward behbd. 
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Tb^ embody*d Greeks ih» fierce attack i 

But strive, thoush numerous,^ to repulse in vain I 

Nor could the Trojans, through that firm array. 

Force to the fleet and tents th' impervious way. 

As when a diipwright, witn Falladian art, 

Smooths the rough wood, and levels every ffixt : 

With equal hand he guides his whole desi^, 

By the just rule and the directing line : 

Tlie martial leaders, with like skill and caie» 

PreservM their line, and equal kept the war. 

Brave deeds of arms through all the ranks were tried 

And every ship sustainM an equal tide. 

At one proud bark, high towering o'er the fleet 

Ajax the great and godlike Hector meet ; 

For one bright prize the matchless <Shiefs contend; 

Nor tills the ships can fire, nor that defend ; 

One kept the sltore, and one the vessel trod ; 

That! fix'd as Fate, this acted by a God. 

The son of Clytius in his daring band, 

The deck approaching, shakes a flaming brand; 

But pieicM by Telamon*s huge lance expues ; 

Thundering he falls, and droos th' extinguished fiicQi^ 

Great Hector view'd him witn a sad survey, 

As stretch'd in dust before the stern he lay. 

Oh ! all of Trojan, all of Lycian^ntce ! 

Stand to your arms*, maintain this arduous a 

Lo ! where the son of royal Clytius lies ; 

Ah save his arms, secure his obsequies ! 

This said, his eager javelin sought the £» . 
Btit Ajax shunn'd the meditated blow. 
Not vauily yet the Ibroefiil lance was thrown , 
It stretch'd in dust unhappy Lycophron: 
An exile long, sustained at Ajax' board, 
A &ithfiil servant to a foreign lord : 
In peaoe, in war, forever at his side. 
Near his lov'd master, as he liv'd, he dy'd. 
From the high poop he tumbles on the sandt 
And liea,a lUeleM load, akwft the land. 
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With aiigiiisfi Ajnx vinwfl the piercJn£ R%h% 
Kad thus inflames his brother to the lighL 

Tcucer, behold ! exteodt^d on the flhrjjpft 
Our friend^ our loT'd coin paji ion! now tiD i 
Dear as a parent, witii a pai^nt^a cwte 
To fight our wars, he left his native air. 
Thi£ death deplor'd, ta Hector^ ^ rage ive owe; 
Revengfij revenge il csn the crtiel few. 
Where are those dajls on which ilie Fates attetvd ? 
And where the bow^ which i hex Liu s taitght to bend f 

impatient Tcucer basi fining to his aiff, 
Hefore the chief hiii fimple bow displayed ; 
The welJ stor*d quiver on hiF^ shoulders hung: 
Theii hissed the arrow^ and the bow-string sun|^ 
Clvius* Pyg^nor^s son, renowiiM in fame, 
(To ihce, Folydaiim^ ■ an honour^ najne) 
Drove through tJic thickest oi th' embattled plaim 
The starling steeds^ and sliouk iiia eager reina. 
As all on glory ra.ii I us ardent tnindt 
The pohiied death arreists him from behind. 
Tluttugli h's lair neck the tlirlUiiiig arrow flies; 
In joutli^s first hlootn reluctantly lie dies. 
HudM from ihg lofty seat, at distance far, 
The headlong coursers spn*-n bis empty c&t^ 
Till sad i^otydamas tl^e steeds rcstraniMi 
And gave, Astyooiis, to thy careful band^ 
Tnen, firM to ven^^iuce, rush'd anddst the fiie, 
fU^e etlg*d his sword, and strengthened every blow. 

Once more boJd 'Peucert in his country's cauitt 
At Hector*fi hreast a chosen arrow draws 5 
And had llie w^^poii found the .'^stin^d way. 
Thy fklU great Tromn ! had reuown'd th^ day. 
But Hector v^as not dr^n'd to perish ihen: 
Th^ all-wise Dispostir of the ffitcs of iren, 
(Imperial Jwe) bis present death withstatids; 
Kflf was jiuch glory flue to Feucer's bands. 
At its full ■-tr^'tch as the tough ^Iriug he djww, 
Stxuck by &n arm uu«eeii, it burst in Iwo ; 
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Down dropp*d the bow : the shaft with bfazen hieftd 
Fell innocent, and on the dus>t lay dead. 
Th* astonishM archer to great Ajax crier; 
Some God prevents our destined enterprise ; 
Some God, propitious to the Trojan foe. 
Has, from my arm unfailing struck tlie bow, 
And broke the nerve my hands had twinM with art, 
Strong to impel the iiight of many a dart. 

Since heaven commands it (Ajax made reply) 
Dismiss the bow, and lay thy arrows by ; 
rrhy arms no less suffice the iance to wield) 
And quit the quiver for tlie ponderous shield. 
In the first ranks indulge thy thirst of fame, 
Thy brave example shall the rest inflame. 
Fierce as they are, by long successes vain, 
To force our fleet, or e*en a ship to ^in. 
Asks toil, and sweat, and blood: their utmost n) «^ 
Shall find its match — no more : *tis ours to fight. 

Then Teucer laid his fiuthless bow aside ; 
The ffur-fold bucliler o'er his shoulder tied ; 
On his brave head a crested helm he placM, 
With nodding horse-hair formidably graced ; 
A dart whose point with brass refulgent shines. 
The warrior ixrields; and his great brother yoam 

This Ucctor saw, and thus exprest his ioy, 
Ve troops of Lycia, Dardanus, and Troy : 
Be mindful of yourselves, your ancient fiime, 
And spread your glory with the navy's flame. 
Jove is with us ; I saw his hand, but now. 
From the proud archer strike his vaunted bow. . 
Indulgent Jove ? how plain thy favours shine, 
When happy nations beaur the marks divine! 
How easy then, to see the sinking state 
Of realms accurst, deserted, reprobate ! 
Such is the fate of Greece, and such is oun, 
Behold, ye warriors, and exert your powers. 
Death it the worst; a fate which all must uy | 
And, for our cou&tix, 'til a bliM to die. 
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The gallant man, tlwugh dain in fight he be> 
Yet leaves his nation safe, his children free ; 
Entails a debt on all the grateful state ; 
His own brave friends shall ^ory in his &te ; 
His wife live honour'd, all his race succeed : 
And late posterity enjo^ the deed ! 

llus rousM the soul m every Trojan breast, 
rhe godHke Ajax next hb Greeks addrest: 
HoVtr long, ye warriors of the Argive race, 
['o generous Argos, what a dire disgrace !) 
iow long on these curs*d confines will ye lie, 
Yet und^rmin*d or to live, or die ! 
What hopes remain, what methods to retire, 
If once your vessels catch the Trojan fire ? 
Marie how the flames approach, how near they teOi 
How Hector calls, and Troy obe^rs his call ! 
Not to the dance that dreadful voice invites, 
Ft calls to death, and all the rage of fights. 
'Tis now no time for wisdom or debates ; 
To your own hands are trusted all your fiites ; 
And better for in one decisive strife, 
One day should end our labour, or our life, 
Than keep this hard-got inch of barren saniA, 
Still press'd, andpress'd bjr such indorioiis ^^»•««• 

The listening Grecians feel their leader^s £ 
And every kindling bosom pants for fiune. 
Tlien mutual slaughters spread on either side ; 
By Hector here the Phocian Schediua died ; 
There pierced by Ajax, sunk Laodamas, 
Chief of the foot of old Antenor^s race. 
Polydamas laid Otus on the sand. 
The fierce commander of th* Epeian band. 
Mis lanco bold Megeb at the victor threw ; 
The TKtor stooping from the death withdrew; 
rrhat valued life, O Phoebus ! was thy care) 
out Croesrou^ bosom took the flying spear: 
His coipse fell bleeding on the slippeiy shon{ 
His racuaiit armt triumphant Mtgu bOM* 
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Dolop9, tho son of Lainpus, rushes on, 
Sprung from the race of old Laoniedon, 
And fern VI for prowess in a well fought field: 
He piercVI the centre of his $:ounding shield: 
But Meges Fhyleus^ ample breast- plate wore 
(Well known in fight on Selles* windnig shore; 
The liing Euphetes gave the golden mail, 
Compact and firm with many a jointed scale ;) » 
Which oft, jn cities stormM, and battles >yon, 
Had sav'd the father, and now saves the son. 
Full at the Trojan's head he urg*d his lance. 
Where the high plumes alwve the helmet danoei 
Now ting'd with Tyrian dye : in dust below, 
Shorn from. the crest, the purple honours glow. 
Meantime their fight the Spartan king survey'd, 
And stood by Meges' side, a sudden aid, 
Through Dolops' shoulder urgVI his forceful dart. 
Which held its passage through the panting heart. 
And issued at his breast With thundering sound 
The warrior falls extended on the ground. 
In rush the conquering Greeks to spoil the slain % 
But Hector*s voice excites his kindred train; 
The hero most, from Hicetaon sprung, 
Fierce Melanippus, gallant, brave, and young; 
He (ere to Troy tlio Grecians crossed the main) 
Fed his large oxen on l'ercoie*s plain ; k 
But when oppress'd, his country claim*d hiicami 
Return'd to Ilion, and excellM m war; 
For this, in Priam's court, he held his-plaoei 
Belov'd no less than Prianrs royal race. 
Him Hector singled, as his troops he led. 
And thus hiflam'd him, pointing to the dewL 
I^, Melanippus ! lo, where Dolops lies ; 
And is it thus our royal kindred dies ? 
O'ermaichy he falls; to two at once a pwy, 
And lo ! they bear the bloody anns away ! 
Come on— a distant war no longer wage. 
Bin hand to hand tliy iioumry*s ft)es enga|i|» 
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Tin Greece at ontt^^ artd all her glDfjendi 
Or llioii iroiTi her lowery h{;ig,hi dpscend^ 
HeaT^d frmri tl^e lowest atone ^ and biiry all 
Id one sad sepukhre^oite cotiimoii fall, ' 

Hecior (tfiis said) rusird forvvanl on the roei; 
WiLh equal arrioyr !^1 elan ip pus glowa: 
Th^n Ajax thus — O Greeks ! respect jour lajne. 
Respect you rselve$f and iuam an hunegt sliacne: 
Let TTiiiUiai reverence luulual wannlh inspire^ 
Ami catch ham hreast lo breast the uoble fire* 
On valaur's side t\w odds of combat liSi 
The brave live ^kJTi&ust or lamenlccl die 5 
The wret&h that iFcinbks in Llie field of iame^ 
McC'ts death, and woise than deaths cienial shainit 

HUgenemua sense he not m vain imparts ^ 
It sunki and rooted in the Grecian heart^i 
They jo in^ they throttgi tbey thicken ar his caO, 
And fuank the navy with a brazen wall \ 
Shields touching sliields^ in orcler bhze above, 
And stop the Trjjians, tlioiii^b irnpeird by Jore: 
The fiery S^Hirtau firsts with loud applause, 
Warms li^e bold son of INe^tor m his eayse. 
Is there (he said) in anna a youth like you, 
So strong to fight, ^t active to pursue ? 
Why stand you distant, nor attempt a deed f 
lift the bold lance, and make some Tmjan bl 

Ha taJd : and backwani to the lines retired ; 
Forth rushM the youthj with iuartial fury fir'd ; 
Beyond the forejnost racks, his lance he threw. 
And Found the black battaliuns cast Ins view. 
The troop of Tit)y rec*:de with sudden fear, 
While the ijwift ja^^elin hi£»£M ahing in air. 
Advancing Melanippus met the dart 
WilK his bold breast, and ftili it in his bjart j 
Thundering he fa Ik; his fiillina arms resoundt 
And his broad buckler rjng& a^inst die groundb 
The victor leaps upon hm pr^itrate prize ^ 
Tbuc ou a, roe the well- breathed bea^e flie% 
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And rends his side, fresh-bleeding with the dut 
The distant hunter sent into his heart. 
Observing Hector to the rescue flew ; 
Bold as he was, Antilochus withdrew. 
So when a savage, ranging o*er the plain, 
Has torn the shepherd*8dog,or shepherd swain; 
While conscious of the deed, he glares around. 
And hears tiie gathering multitude resound, 
Timely he flies the yet-untasted food. 
And gains the friendly shelter of the wood. 
So fears the youth ; all Troy with shouts pursue, 
While stones and darts in minted tempests flew ; 
But, enter'd in the Grecian raims, he turns 
His mftnly breast, and with new fury bums. 

Now on the fleet tlie tides of Trojans drove, 
Fierce to fulfil the stem decrees of Jove : 
The Sire of Gods, confirming Thetis' praye?, 
The Grecian ardour quenchM in deep despair; 
But lifts to glory Troy*s prevailing bands, 
Swells all their hearts, and strengthens all their band^ 
On Ida*s top he waits with longing eyes, 
To view the navy blazing to the skies ; 
Then, nor till then, the scale of war shall turn, 
The Trojans fly, and conquerM Uion bum. 
These fiites revolv*d in his almighty mind. 
He raises Hector to the worlt designM, 
Bids him with more than mortal fUiy glow. 
And drives him, like a lightning|, on the foe. 
So Mars, when human crimes for vengeance call. 
Shakes his huge javelin, and whole armies &SL 
Not with more rage a conflagration rolls. 
Wraps the vast mountains, and involves the polet, 
He foams with wrath ; beneath his gloomy brow 
Uke flery meteors his red eye-balls glow : 
The radiant helmet on his temples bums, 
Waves when he nods, and lishtens as he tumst 
For Jove his splendour round the chief had thiow% 
And cast the hiaxe of both the hosts on one. 



■OOICXT^ 



THE ILIAD. 



69 



Unhafipf gloriet ! fat his llita was near, 

Due to stern Pallas, and Pelides* spear: 

Yet Jove deferr'd the death be was to pay, 

And gave what Fate allowed, the honours of a dajl 

Now aO on fire for iame, his breast, his eyes 
Bum at each foe, and sinsle every prize ; 
Still at the closest ranks, Uie thickest fight, 
He points his ardour, and exerts bis might 
The Grecian phalanx, moveless as a tower, 
Oh all sides battei'd, yet resists his power. 
So some tall rock overhangs the hoary main, 
By winds assailM, by billows beat in vam, 
Unmov'd it hears, above, the tempest blow. 
And sees the watery mountains break below. 
Gitt in surrounding flames, be seems to fall, 
Like fire from Jove, and bursts upon tliem all: 
Bursts as a wave that iirom tlie clouds nnpends. 
And swellM with tempests on the sl)ip descends; 
White are the decks with foam ; the winds aloud 
Howl o*er the masts, and sing through ^ery shroud 
Pale, trembling, tir*d, the sailors freeze with fears ; 
And instant death on every wave appears. 
So pale tJje Greeks the eyes of Hector meet. 
The chief so thunders, and so shakes the fleet 

As when a lion niitaing from his den. 
Amidst the jr^tin of some wide-water*d len, 
(Where numerous oxen, as at ease they feed, 
At large expatiate o*er the ranker mead ;) 
Leaps on the h€vds before the herdsman's eyes: 
The trembling herdsman far to distance flies: 
Some lordly bull (the rest dispersM and fled) 
He sing^ out; arrests, and hiys him dead. 
Thus firom the rage of Jove-like Hector flew 
All Greece in heaps ; but one he seizM, and slewt. 
MycenianPeriphes, a mighty name, 
In wisdom great >n arms well known to fiune ; 
The minister of slern Euyrstheus* ire, 
Against AteMet, Corpieus was his sire i 
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The son redeeniM the honoun of the tafie» 

A 9CM1 as generous as the sire was base ; 

0*er all his country^s youth coiupicupus fiur 

In evevy virtue, or of peace or war: 

But doomed to Hector's stronger force to y'MA 

Against the margin of his ample shield 

He struck his hasty foot: his heels up-spnmgj 

Supine he fell ; his brazen helmet rung. 

On the f^l*n chief th* invadin|; Troiau prest. 

And plunged the pointed javelin in his breast 

His circling friends, who strove to guafd too late 

Til* unhappy hero, fled, or sharM his &te. 

ChasM from the foremost line, the Grecian tnin 
Now man the next, receding tow'rd the maioi 
WedgM in one body at the tents they stand, 
WaU'd round with sterns, a gloomy desperate banili 
Now matily shame forbids th* inglorious flight; 
Now fear itself confines them to the fight : 
Man courage breathes in man ; but Nestor most 
(The sage preserver of the Grecian host) 
Kxborts, adjures, to guard these utmost shores; 
And b^ their parents, by themselves, implores. 

O friends ! be men : your generous breasts iafl^iae 
With equal honour, and with mutual shame i 
Think of your hopes, your fortunes ; all the can 
Tour wives, your infants, and your parents shams 
Think of each living fi&ther*s reverend bead : 
Think of each ancestor with glory dead ; 
Absent, by me they speak, by me they sae ; 
They ask their safety, and their fiune, from yoat 
The Gods their fetes on this one action lay, ' 
And all are lost, if you desert the day. 

He spoke, and round him bieath*d heroic fiiiti 
Minerva seconds what the sage inspires. 
The mist of darkness Jove around them I 
She r.lear'd, restoring all the war to view ; 
A sudden ray shot beaming o*er the plain. 
And show*d the shores, the aavy« aiul iha i 
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Reetnr they ssw, and aD who fly, orfif n. 
The scene wide-opening ui the blase ' f liglit 
First of the field great Ajax strikes tl air eyei| 
His port majestic, and Ins antple siie: 
A ponderous mace, with studs of iron crown'dy 
Full twenty cubits lone he swings around ; 
Nor figlits like others fixM to certain standi. 
But looks a moving tower above the bands; 
High on the decks, with vast gigantic stride. 
The flodlike hero stalks iirom side to side. 
So when a horseman from the wateiy mead 
(SkillM in the manage of the bounding steed) 
Drives four fair coursers, practised to obey. 
To some great city through the public way ; 
Safe in his art, as side by side they run. 
He shifts his seat, and vaults from one to one ; 
And now to this, and nov/ to that he flies ; 
Admiring numbers follow with their eyes; 

From ship to ship thus Ajax swiftly flew, 
No less the wonder of the warring crew. 
As furious Hector thundered threats aloud. 
And rush*d enrae*d before the Trojan crowd: 
Then swift invades the shins, whose beaky prom 
Lay ranked contiguous on Uie bending shores: 
So tl^e strong ea^e from his airy height. 
Who marks the swans* or cranes'.embodied ffight, 
Stoopi down impetuous, while they light for fbod« 
And, sioopiug, darkens with his wmgs the flood, 
love leads him on with his almighty hand. 
And breathes fierce spirits in hisfbllowing band. 
The warring nations meet, the battle roars, - 
Thick beats the combat on the sounding pitma. 
Thou wouldst have thought, so (unous was their fti% 
No force could tame them, and no toil could tin; 
As if new vigour firom new figbtt they woo. 
And the long batde was but the.i begun. 
Greece, vet unconquei'd, kept alive the war, 
S0curvtf death, eonfldiiic in despairi 
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Troy in proud h pes, already view'd the oaain 
Bright with the b nze, and red with heroes slain ! 
like strength is ie. from hope and from despair, ' 
And each contend^ as his were all the war. 

*Twas tlvni, bold Hector ! whose resistless hand 
First seized a ship on that contested strand ; 
The same which dead Protesilaus bore, 
The first that touchM th' unhappy Trojan shore : 
For this in arms the warring nations stood, 
And bathM their generous breasts with mutual Uood. 
Kg room to poise Uie lance or bend the bow ; 
But hand to hand, and man to man they grow : 
Wounded they wound ; and seek each other^s hearts 
With falchions, axes, swords, and shortened darts. 
The falchions ring, sliields rattle, axes sound, 
Ssrords flash in dSr, or elitter on the ground ; 
With streaming blood the slippery shores are died, 
And slaughtered heroes sweu toe dreadful tide. 

Still raging Hector with his ample hand 
Grasps the high stem, and gives this loud command 

Haste, bring the flames ! tlie toil of ten loQg yean 
Is finishM ! and the day desir*d appears ! 
This hiqipy day with acclamations greet. 
Bright with destruction of yon hostile fleet 
Tlie coward counsels of a timorous throng 
Of reverend dotards, checked our glory long: 
Too long Jove luUM us with lethargic cliarms, 
But now in peals of thunder calls to arms : 
In this great day he crowns our full desires. 
Wakes all our mrce, and seconds all our fires. 

He spoke — the warriors, at his fierce command. 
Four a new deluge on the Grecian band. 
£*flii Ajax paused (so thick the Javelins fly) 
Stept t«ck, and doubted or to live, or die. 
Yet where the oars are plac*d, he stands to wail 
What chief approaching dares attempt Ids fitter 
E'en to the Jast, his naval cluirge defends. 
Now shakes his spear, now lifts, and now portendf | . 
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l^n yet the Greeks with piercing shouts mepiresy 
Amkist attacks, and deatlis, and darts, and fires. 

O friends ! O heroes ! names for ever dear, 
Once sons of Mars, and thunderbolts of war? 
Ah I yet be mindful of )rour old renown, 
Your great forefathers* virtues and your own. 
What aids expect you in this utmost strait f 
What bulwarks rising between you and fate ? 
No aids, no bulwarks, yourtetreat attend ; 
No friends to help, no city to defend. 
This spot is all you have, to lose or keep ; 
There stand the Trojans, and here rolls the deep. 
Tis hostile g^und you tread ; your native lands 
Far, &r from hence : your fiites are in your hands. 

Rfiging he spoke ; nor farther wastes his breath, « 
Bat turns his Wvelm to the work of death. 
Whate*er bolci Trojan arm'd his daring hands, 
Against the sable snips, with flaming brands ; 
So well the chief his naval weapon sped. 
The luckless vrarrior at his stem lay dead: 
Ful. twelve, the boldest in a moment fell, 
Sent by great Ajax to the shtdes of bell. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 
Tk$ $%wth BattU ; Mc AdU and Dtalh tf Pairwtim, 
fttroelm (in {Nirsuance of the request of Nestor in the elerratli 
book) entreats Achilles to suffer htm to g;o to the aasistMiice of 
the Greeks with Achilles* troops and armour. He ag^es la 
H,bot at the same time charges him to content himself with 
rescutog^ the fleet, without farther pursuit of the eoemj. The 
wrmour, horses* soldiers, and officers of Achilles are described. 
. Achilles offers a libation for the success of his friend, «fter 
which Patrockn leads the M^mudons to battle. The Tio« 
jans, at the sight of Patroclos m Achilles' armour, takior him 
for that hero, are cast into the utmost consternation ; he beats 
them off from.the ressels. Hector himself flies- Sarpedos 
is killed, though Jupiter was averse to his fate. Sereral other 
particulars of the battle are described ; in the heat of which, 
Patroclos, neglecting the orders of Achilles, pursues the foe 
to the walls of Troj ; where AooUo repulses and diaams 
him, Kuphorbus wounds him, and Hector kills hiass whksh 
concludes the book. 



So warr*d both armies on th* ensaneuinM shore, 
While the black vessels smoVd wim htunan gom. 
Meantime Patroclus to Achilles flies ; 
The streaming tears fall copious from hit ejrei ; 
Not faster tripling to the plains below, 
From the tall rock the sable waters flow. 
Divine Pelides, with compassion mov*d, 
Thus spoke, indulgent to his best belov*d: 

Patroclus, sa^, what grief thy bosom bean. 
That flows so last in these unmanly tears .^ 
No girl, no infant, whom the mother keeps 
F«n«n htt lov*d breast, with fonder «•—•«« 
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Not mora the mother*! loul th&t infhnl \ 
Clung to lier knees, and reaching at lier amis;, 
Than thou had mine! Oh tell tue lo wh^t end 
Thy melting sonows thus pursue thy friend f 

Griev*st mou for me, or for my martini band f 
Or come sad tidings from our native land ? 
Our fathers live, (our first, moBi tender care) 
Thy good Menoelius breathes the vital air, 
And hoary Feleus yet cxten<4s ins days; 
Heas*9 in their age to hear their ehildT^n's praiafi. 
Or may some meaner cause thy pity claim? 
Perhaps ^on relics of the Grecian name. 
Doomed m their ships to sink hy fira and sword. 
And pay the forfeit of their haughty lord f 
Whatever the cause, reveal ihy secret cane. 
And speak those sorrows which a friend would ihum ^ 

A sigh, that instant, from his bo^m broke, 
Another fi)lIow*d, and Patraclus spoke : 

I^t Greece at length willi pity toueli ihy brea^ 
Thyself a Greek ; and, once, of Greeks the best i 
Lol every chief that might her futft prevent^ 
Lies piercM with wounds,^ and bleeding in his tent^ 
Eurrpylus, Tidides, Atreus* son, > 

And wise Ulysses, at the navy groan > 

More fur their country *8 wounds, than for their own. ) 
Their pain, soft arts of pharmacy can ease. 
Thy breast alone no lenitives apjiease. 

May never ra^ like thine my 50 ul enslave, 
" ' ' brave! 



O great hi vain f unp 



Thy country slighted in her last distiesB, 

What fnend, what man, frnrn thee shall hope irdi«iif 

No— men unborn, and ages yet behind, 

Shall curse that fierce, that unforgiving mind. 

man unpitying ! if of tnan thy race ■ 
But sure thou spring^st not from a soft embraca 
Nor ever amorous hero caufi^d thy birth, 
Nor etcr tender Goddess brouglit thee fortk 
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Some rupgad raek*8 baid entrails gave thee fixin» 
And raging seas producM thee in a storm, 
A soul weU-suiting that tempestuous kind. 
So rough thy manners, so untam'd thy mind. 

If some dire oracle thy breast alarm, 
If aught from Jove, or Thetis, stop thy aim, 
Some beam of comfoit yet on Greece may shine, 
If I but lead the Myrmidonian line : 
Clad in thy dreadful arms if I appear, 
IVoud Troy shall tremble, and desert tlie war : 
Without thy person Greece shall win the day. 
And th\' mere image chase her foes away. 
Press'a oy fiesli forces, her o*er-labour'd train 
Shall quit the ships, and Greece respire again. 

Thus, blind to Fate I with supplicating breath, 
lliou begg'st his arms, and in his arms thy death. 
Unfortunately good r a boding sigb « 

Thy friend retumM ; and wiUi it, this reply t 

Patroclus! thy Achilles knows no fears; 
Nor words from Jove, nor oracles he liears; 
Nor aught a mother's caution can suggest ; 
Tlie ^rant*s pride lies rooted in my breast. 
M][ wrongs, my wrongs, my constant thought engage 
Those, mj sole oracles, inspire my rage : 
I made him tyrant: gave him jx)wer to wrong 
E'en me : I felt it ; and shall leel it long. 
The maid, m^ black-ey*d maid, he forc'd away^, 
Due to the toils of many a well-fought day ; 
Ihie to my conquest of ner fether's rei^ : 
Due to the votes of all the Grecian train. 
From me he fat&d her; me, the bold and brave ; 
Disgraced, dishonoured, like the meanest slave. 
But bear we this— the wrongs I grieve are past; 
'TIS time our fury should relent at last : 
I iix'd its date ; the day 1 wishM appears: > 

Now Hector to my ships his battle bears, > 

The flames my eyes, trie shouts invade my ean | 
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Go, then, PvLtmclu^ ! court ^ir honour*^ charmi 

la TjToy'a famM fields, and in Achilles' armai 

Lead foith mj marttal M^nnldons to dght, 

GO} save the Atcts^ and conquer m my right 

Sn&e the thin felics of Lhck baified band, 

At the last edge of yon deserter] land ! 

Behold all lUon on their ships descends; 

How the cloud blackens, bow the ^torm impends! 

h was not tlias, when, at my sigjit ainaz'd, 

Tmy saw and trembled, as this helmet blaz'd: 

Had not th^ injurious king our friendship lost, 

Yon ample trench had burled half lier host. 

No camps, no bulwarks, now the Trojans fear. 

Those are not dreadful; no Achilles there : 

No Longer flames the lance of Tydeus' son^ 

No more your general calls his heroes on ; 

Hector, alone, 1 hear; hia dreadful breatii 

Commands your slaughter, or prt^clainisyour death. 

Yet now, Patroclus, is^ue to the plain ^ j 

Now save the ships, the rising Hres restrain, | 

And give the Greeks to visit Greece again. ] 

But heed my words, and mark a frienci's command 

Who trusts his fame dud honours in thy hand, 

And from thy deeds expects th' Achaian host 

Shall render back the beauteous maid he lost. 

Rage uncontrol'd through all the hostile crew, 

But touch not Hector, Hector is my due. 

Though Jove in thunder should command the warj 

Be just, consult my glory, and forbear. 

The fleet once savM, desist from farther chase, 

Nwlead to Uion'B walls the Grecian race; 

Some adverse God, thy rashness may destroy j 

Some Gnd, like Phoebus, eter lind u> Troy. 

r^t Greece, rcdceni'd fj-om this destructive strail. 

Do iier own work ; and leave the rest to Fate* 

Oh : would to all ih' immortal poivcia above, 

Apollo, Pallas, «id almighty Jove^ 
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That not 0110 Trojan might be le.ft alive, 
And not a Greek oi all the race survive ; 
Might only we the va^t desutiction shun, 
Ana only we destroy th* accursed town ! 

Such conference held the chiefs; while on the 8tFP«i4 
Great Jove with conquest crownM the Troian band. 
Ajax no more th« sound mg stottn sustainM, 
So thick, the daits an iron teinjMst rained: 
On his tirM a^Tn the weighty buckler hung; 
His hollow helm with felling. Javelins rung, 
His breath, in quick, short pautings, comes, and gpet^ 
And painful sweat iirom all his noembers flows. 
Spent and o'er|X)wer'd, he barely breathes at most ; 
Yet scarce an army stirs him from his post; 
Dangers on dangers all around him grow. 
And toil to toil, and wo succeeds to wo. 

Say, Muses, thron'd above the starry frame. 
How first the navy biaz'd with Trojan flame? 

Stern Hector wav'd ins sword *. ^nd standing near, 
Where furious Ajax ply'd his ashen spear. 
Full on the latice a stroke so justly sped, 
That the broad falchion loppM its brazen head : 
His pointless sfiear the warr;or shakes in vain , 
The brazen head falls sounding 00 the pla.n. 
Great Ajax saw, and ownM the hand divine, 
Confessmg Jove, and trembling at the sign ; 
WarnM, ne retreats. Then swift from all »despoixr, 
The hissing brands; tliick streams tlie fiery shower; 
0*er the high stern the curling volumes rise. 
And sheets of robing smoke involve the skies. 

Divine Achilles view'd the rising flames. 
And smote his thigh, and thus aloud exclaims: 
Arm, arm, Patrochis! Lo, the blaze aspires! 
The glowing ocean reddens with the nres. 
A rm, ere our vessels catch the spreading flame ; 
Arm, ere the Grecians be no more a name ; 
I haste to bring the troops — The hero said ; 
The friend with ardour and with joy obey'd. 
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He cRs^d hifl Limbs m bmss ^ and first arnund 
His manly Itgs with 5jJver butklira bound 
The claiipiiig ^reaves ; Ltien to his brea^l applMi 
The flawing cuirass, ot' a thaufiamJ dies; 
ElitibiazM With &tuds of gold his tkJchioD shooii 
In the rich belt, as in a^ starry uujie : 
AcJiilles^ shiekt his ample ^liaulders Epreadf 
Achilles^ hehhet nodded o'«r ins ticau: 
Adorned in ail hi^ terrible arra^y^ 
He dash'd around uuolemhk day« 
Alone, untoueli^d, 1 eliiit^^Maveljii standi, 
Not to be poiiiM but by i^ehdes^ handt ; 
From J'ehoirs sha^ly brow tiie plant cntim 
Old ChJran rent, and simp VI it fbr hif^ s^re \ 
T/Sliose smi's great anit alone the weapoii wield% 
The death nf hejrt)^!;^ and die di'ead c^t' lield^,^ 

Then brave Auiomedoii (an boiiourM name, . 

The second to hiii lord in love and fame, ■ k 

In peace his Iriend* nnd partner of ihe war) ^ 

Tha wmged coorsy*r$ haiuesa'd to tlie car ; 
Xantbus^ and Balms, oi jtmnortal breeds 
Sprung fro [11 the wind, aiid like tlie wiurl m speed t 
Whom the wing'^d Harpy, swift Podar]ge, bore. 
By Zephyr pregnant on the breezy sliore : 
Swift i^edasug was added to their side, 
[Once ^eat Aetion's, now Acliilles* pnde) 
Who, like in strength^ in s^'ifit]e!^£>, an<l in gr&cCp 
A mortal course r^ matched th' unmortai ra^e. 

Achilles gpecds from tent lo tent, and wmrmB 
His hardy Myrmidons to blood and arms, 
AU hrea thing dcadi, around their chief they standi 
A grim, tem lie, fonnidable band: 
Grim as voracious wolves, tliat seek the sprin|9 
When scald iiif! thirst their buniing bow<>ls wnnga \ 
When Bome tall siag, freaJi-slaughterM iu ihe wood^ 
Hftfl dren:^h*d ibeirwide msatmie thmaia wiih blood, 
To the bhck fount they rush, a hideouB throng, 
Wilh paunch distended, and with lolling tongue, 
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Fire fiOa their m, their black jaws belch tlie goie. 
And, coig'd with slaughter, stifl they thirst ibr more. 
Like nrious rush'd the Myimidonian crew, 
Such their dread strength, and such their deathiiil Tiew. 

High in the midst the aeat Achilles stands, 
Directs their order, and the war commande. 
He, lov*d of Jove, had launched for Uion's shores 
Full fifty vessels, mannM with fifty oars: 
Five chosen leaders the fierce bands obey. 
Himself supreme in valour, as in swa^. 

First marchM Menestbeus, of celestial birth, 
I>eriv*d from thee, whose waters wash the earth. 
Divine Spirchius ! Jove-descended flood ! 
A mortal mother mixing with a God. 
Such was Menestbeus, but miscallM by fiune 
The son of Boreas, that espousM the dame. 

Eudorus next ; whom Polymele the gay, 
FarnM in the graceful dance, producM to day. 
Her, sIt Cellenius lov*d, on her would gaze, 
As with swift step she formM the rumiing maze . 
To her high chamber firom Diana's quire. 
The God pursued her, uig*d, and crownM his fire. 
The son confessM his father's heavenly race, 
And heir*d his mother's swifbiess in the chaser 
Strong Echecleus, blest in all tliose charms, 
l*hat pleas'd a God, succeeded to her arms ; 
Not conscious of those loves, Ions hid firom ftme, 
With gifts of price he sought and won the dame ; 
Her secret offspring to her sire she bare ; 
Her sire caressed him with a parent's caie. 

Pisander foUow'd ; matchless in his art 
To wine the spear, or aim the distant dart; 
No hand so sure of all th' Emathian line. 
Or if a surer, great ^atroclus ! thine. 

The fourtli by Phoenu* erave command was giteM| 
Laesces' valiant offspring fed the last 

Soon as Achilles with superior care 
Had callM the chiefs, and order'd all the war. 
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Thiff stem remembnince to his troops he gave : 

Yc mr fom'd Myrmidons, ye fierce and brave! 

Tl)ink with what threats you dar*d the Trojan throQg, 

Think what reproach these ears endurM so long, 

" Stem son of Peleus,** (thus ye us'd to say, 

While, restless, raging in your sliips you lay^ 

" Oh nursed with gall, unknowing how to yield ; 

** Whose rage defrauds us of so mmM afield, 

•* If that dire fiiry must for ever bum, 

•* What make we here ? Return ; ye chiefs, return ,"• 

Such were your words — ^Now, warriors, grieve no mo0 

Lo there the Trojans ! bathe your swords in gpre ! 

This day shall give you all your soul demands ; 

<^lttt all your hearts ! and weary all your hands ! 

Thus while he roused the fire in eyery breast, 

Close, and more close, the listening cohorts prest ; 

Ranks wedged in ranks ; of arms a steely ring 

Still grriwsi and spreads, and thickens round tiie kin^ 

As when a circling wall the builder forms, 

Of strength defensive against wind and storms, 

Compacted stones the thickening work compose, 

And round him wide the rising structure grows: 

So helm to helm, and crest to crest they throng, 

Shield uic*d on shield, and man drove man atoog ; 

Thick undistinguishM plumes, together joined, 

Float in one sea, and wave before the wmd. 

Far o*erthe rest, in jittering pomp appear, 
Ihere bold Automedon, Patroclus here; 
Brothers in arms, with equal fury fir'd ; 
Two friends, two bodies, with one soul inspii'd. 

But mindful of tlie Gods, Achilles went 
To the rich coffer in his shady tent : 
There lay on heaps his various jgamients roU^d^ 
And costly furs, and carpets stiff with gold 
(The presents of the silver* footed dame.) 
r roin thence he took a bowl, of antique frame. 
Which never man had stainM with ruddy wine, 
Sor raised in offerings to the Powers divine : 
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But Peleus*Kni ; and Peleus* son to none 
Had rai8*d in ofTerings, but to Jove alone. 
Thia tingM with sulphur, sacred first to flame, 
' He puis^M ; and wash'd it in the running stream. 
Then cleansM bis liands ; and fixing for a space 
His eyes on heaven, his feet upon the place 
Of sacrifice, the purple draught he pour'd 
Forth in the midst; and thus the God impIorM: 

Oh thou Supreme ! high-thron'd all-height above! 
Oh great PeU^gic, Dodomean Jove ! 
Who *n]id8t surrounding frosts, and vapours chill, i 
lVesid*st on bleak Dodopa^s vocal hill : ' 

(Whose groves, the Selii, race austere ! surround. 
Their feet unwash*d, their slumbers on the ground ; 
Who hear, from rustling oaks, thy dark decrees ; 
And catch the fotcs, low-whispcr*d in the breeze,) 
Hear, as of old ! Thou gav^st, at Thetis' prayer. 
Glory to me, and to the Greeks despair. 
Lo, to the dangers of the fighting field 
The best, the dearest of my firiends, I yield ; 
Though still determine, to my ships confin*d ; 
Patroclus gone, I stay but half behind, 
Oh ! be his guard thy providential care, 
Confirm bis neart, ana string his arm to war; 
PressM by his single force, let Hector see 
His feme in arms not owing all to me. 
But when the fleets are sav'd from foes aodfira, 
Let him with conquest and renown retire ; 
Preserve his arms, preserve his social train. 
And safe return him to tliese eyes again ! ^ 

Great Jove consents to half the chiers xequest. 
But heaven^s eternal doom denies the rest ; 
To five the fleet was granted to his prayer ; 
His safe return, the winds disperse in air. 
Back to his tent the stem Achilles flies, 
And waits tlie combat with impati'snt eyes. 

Meanwhile the troops beneath Patroclus* a 
Invade the Trojims, ard commence the war. 
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As wasps, provok'd by children in tlieir play, 
Pdur from their raaiisioas by the broad highway. 
Id swarms the guiltless traveller engage, 
Whet all their stings, and call forth all their rngp . 
All rise in arms, and with a general cry 
Assert their waxen domes, and buzzing progeny. 
Thus from the tente tlie fervent legion swanns, 
So loud their clamour, and so keen their arms. 
Their rising rage I'atroclus^ breath inspires, 
Who thus mflflunes then} with heroic fires: 

Oh wamors ! partners of Achilles* praise ! 
Be mindful of your deeds in ancient days : 
Your godlike master let your acts proclaim, 
And add new glories to his mightv name. 
Thuik, your Achilles sees you fight: be brave. 
And humble the proud monarch whom you savib 

Joyful thev heard, and kindling as he spoke, 
Plcw to the fleet, involved in fire and smoke. 
Fnmi^ shore to shore the doubling shouts resound, 
Hk hollow ships return a deeper sound. 
The war stood still, and all around them gazM, 
When great Achilles* shining armour blaz'd : 
Troy saw, and thought the dread Achilles nigh. 
At once they see, they tremble, and they fly. 

Then first thy spear, divine Patroclus I flew. 
Where the war rag*d, and where the tumult grew. 
Close to the stern of that famM ship, which bore 
Unblest Protesilaus to ilion*s shore, 
The peiit Paeoiiian, bold Pyraechmes, stood; 

SVho led his bands firom Axius* winding fl^od) 
is shoulder-blade receives the fatal wound ; 
The groaning warrior pants upon the ground. ^ 
His trx>ps, that see their country's glory shun, 
Fly diverse, scatter'd o'er the distant plain. 
Patroclus' ami forbids the spreading nres, 
And from the half-buniM ship proud Troy retires; 
Clear*d fipom the smoke the joyful navy bes: 
la heaps on heaps the £k tumultuous fliee ; 
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Triumphant Greece her rescued decks aflcendt, 
And loud acclaim the starry region rend& 
So when thick clouds inwrap the mountain's head, 
O^r heaven's expanse like one black ceiling spread. ' 
Sudden, the Thunderer, with a flashing ray, 
Bursts through the darkness, and lets down the day: 
The hills shine out, the rocks in prospect rise. 
And streams, and vales, and forests strike the eyes; 
The smiling scene wide opens to the sisht. 
And all th' unrneasur'd etner flames with light 

but Truy repulsed, and scatier'd o'er the plains \ 
ForcM from the navy, yet the fight maintains. 
Now every Greek some hostile hero slew, 
But still the foremost, bold Patroclus flew f 
As Arielycus had tum*d him round, 
Sharp in his thigh he felt the piercing wound; 
The bmzeu*pointed spear, with vigour thrown. 
The thigh transfix'd, and broke the brittle bone: 
, Headlong he fell. Next, Thoas, was thy chance, 
Thy breast, unarm*d, received the S{>artan lance. 
Phylides* dart (as Ampliiclus drew nighj 
His blow prevented, and transpiercM histhight 
Tore all the brawn, and rent tne nerves away; 
In dctfkncss and in death the warrior lay. 

In equal arms two sons of Nestor stand, 
And two bold brothers of tlie Lycian band : 
By great Antilochus,Atyinniusdies, 
Pierc'd in the flank, lamented youth ! he lies. 
Kind Maris, bleeding in his brother's wound. 
Defends the breathless carcass on the ground. 
Furious he flies, his murderer to engage. 
But godlike Thrasfaned prevents his rage; 
Between his ann and shoulder aims a blow ; 
His arm falls spouting on the dust bekiw : 
He sinks, with endless darkness cover'd o'er; 
And vejits his soul, effus'd with gushing gore. 

Slain by two brothers, tlius two broUiers b&aedi ^.^ 
fSarpedon's friends, Amisodarus' aaod : 
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AmiaoduruB, wl», by Fariei led* 
The bane of men, •bborr'd Chimsra brad ; 
Skill'd in tbe dart in vain, bxs sons expire. 
And pay tbe foiftit of tbeir guilty nie. 

Stopped in tbe tumult, Cleobulus lies 
BeneatA 03eu8* arm, a living prize ; 
A living prise not long the Trojan stood ; 
Tbe tbusty folchion drank bis reeking blood : 
Flune*d in his throat tbe smoking weai>on lies; 
Black death, and fate unpitybis, seal his evns. 
«Amid the ranks, with mutual thirst of JanMy 
Lycon the brave, and fierce Peneleus came ; 
In vain tlieir javelins at each other flew. 
Now, met in arms, their eager swords they drew. 
On the i>lumM crest of his BoBOtian foe, 
The darins Lycon aimM a noble blow ; 
The sword broke short ; but his, Peneleus sped 
Fall on the juncture of the neck and head : 
The head, divided by a stroke so just. 
Hung by the skin : the body sunk to dust 

O'ertaken Neamas by Merion bleeds, 
PiefcM througli the shoulder as he mounts his i 
Back from the car he tumbles to the ground : . 
His swimming eyes eternal shades surround ' 

Next Erywias was doom*d his &te to feel, 
His opeif inouth receiv'd the Cretan steel : 
Beneath the brain tbe point a passage tore, 
Crash*d tlie thin bones, and drown'd tbe teeth in gomt 
His mouth, his eyes, hb nostrils, pour a fkiod ; 
He sobs his soul out in the gush of bUiod. 

As when the flocks neglected by the swain 
(Or kids, or lambs) lie scattered o*er tbe plain, 
A troop of wolves th* imguarded charge survey, 
And rend tbe trembling> unresisting prey : 
Thus on the foe the Greeks impetuous camei 
Troy fled, unmindful of her former lame. 

But still at Hector godlike Aiax aiinM, 
Still poialad at his bnaat, his javelin flamM: 
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The Troian chief, experienced in the field, 
0*cr his broad shoulders spread the massy shield, 
ObservM the storm of darts the Grecians pour. 
And on his buckler caught the ringing shower. 
He sees for Greece tlie scale of conquest rise, 
Yet stops, and turns, and saves bia lovM alliea 
As when the hand of Jove a tempest forms, 
And rolls the cloud to blacken heaven with stormai 
Dark o*er the fields th* ascending vapour flies. 
And shades the sun; and blots the golden skies; 
tio from the ships, along the du^y plain, 
Plre Flight ana Terror drove the Trojan train. 
£*en Hector fled ; tlirough heaps of disarray 
The fiery coursers forc'd their lord away : * 

While far behind his Trojans fell confused ; 
Wed^'d in the trench, in one vast carnage bniisM t 
Chariots cm chariots roil ; the clashing spokes 
Shock ; while ttie madding steeds break short their joketi 
fn vain they labour up the steepy mound ; 
Their charioteers lie foaming on the ground. 
Fierce on the rear, with shouts, Patroclus flies; 
Tumultuous clamour fills the fields and skies : 
Thick drifts of dust involve their rapid flight; 
Clouds rise on clouds, and heaven is snatch'd from 8i|ht. 
Th* affrighted steeds, their dying lords cast down. 
Scour o*er the fields, and stretch to 'reach the town. 
Loud o*er the rout was heard the victor^s cry. 
Where the war bleeds, and where the thickest diai, 
Where horse and arms, and chariots lie overthrown* 
And bleeding heroes under axles groan. 
No stop, no check, the steeds of Peleus knew; 
From bank to bank, th* immortal coursers flew, 
High-bounding o*er the fosse , the whirling car 
Smokes through the ranks, o'ertakes the flying wa^ 
And thunders after Hector ; Hector flies, 
Patroclus shakes his lance ; but Fate denies. 
Not with less noise, with less impetuous force* 
The tide of Trojans urge their dMp«rate couim» 
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Tbao whcD in autumn Jov« bis furj pours, 

A,nd earth ie loadeu witii iocessoiit sliowers, 

(When guilty mortals break tti' eteraai laws, 

Or judges bribM, betray the righteous cause) 

From their deep beds he bids Uie rivers rise. 

And opens all the flood-cates of tlie skies: 

Th' impetuous torrents m»m tlieir hills obey, 

Whole helds are drownM, and mountains swept away. 

Loud roars the deluge till it meets tlie main. 

And tremblipg man sees all his labours vain. 

And now the chief (the foremost troops repell'd) 
3ack to the shijps his destinM progress held, 
Bore down halt Troy in liis resistless way. 
And folcM the routed ranks to stand tlie day. 
Between the space where silver Samois flows, 
Where lay the fleete, and where the rampires roMt 
All grim m dust and bloo<;l, Fatroclus stands, 
And turns the slaughter on the conquering bands* 
First Pronoiis died beneath his fiery dart, 
Which pierced below the shield his valtant heart 
Thestor was next ; who saw the chief appear. 
And fell the victim of his coward fear ; 
Shrunk up he sat, with wild and haggard eye» 
Nor stood to combat, nor bad force to fly : 
Patroclus markVl him as he shunn'd the war. 
And with unmanlv tremblings shook the car. 
And droppM the flowing reins. Him Uwixt the jmrt 
The javelin sticks, and from the chanot diawi. 
As on a rock that over*hangs the main. 
An angler, studious of tlie line and cane. 
Some mighty fisli draws panting to the shore. 
Not with lese ease the barbed javelin bore 
The gaping dastard : as tlie spear was shook, 
He Mi, and life his heartless breast forsook. 

Next on Eryalus he flies: a stone 
Um as a rock, was by his fury thrown ; 
Fuu on hb crown the ponderous fragment flewy 
And buni the helm, and deft the head in twot 
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Prone to the ground the bvcathton wairior fell. 
And death involved him with the shades of heU. 
Then low in dust Epaltes, Eehius, lie ; 
Ipheas, Evippus, PolTmelus, die; 
Ainphotenis, and Erymas succeed. 
Ana last Tlepolemus and Pyres bleed. 
Where'er he moves, the growmg slaughters q>zead 
In heaps on heaps, a monument of dead. 

When now Sarpedon his brave friends beheld 
Cirovelling in dust, an8 gasping on the field. 
With this reproach his fl3ring host he warms. 
Oh, stain to honour ! oh, disgrace to arms! 
Forsake, inglorious, the contended plain ; 
This hand, unaided, shall the watfifeUBtain : W 
The task be mine, this hero's strength to try, 
Who mows whole troops, and makes an army ftf' 
He spake ; and, speaking, leaps from o£f the car^^ 
Patrockis lights, and sternly waits the war. 
As when two vultures on the mountain's height 
Stoop with resounding pinions to the fight ; 
They cuff, tliey tear, they raise a screaming cry 
The desert echoes, and the rocks reply: 
The warriors thus oppos'd in arms, engaga 
With equal clamours, and with equal rage. 

Jove view'd the combat ; whose event foi 
He thus bespoke his Sister and his Queen: 
The hour draws on ; tlie Destinies ordain, 
My godlike son shall press the Phrygian plain i 
Alrea«<y on the verge of death he stands, 
Kis life is owM u> fierce Patroclus' hands. 
What passions in a parentis breast debate ! 
Say, shall I snatch him from impending fiit*! 
And send him safe to Lycia, distant for 
From all the dangers and the toils of war; 
Or to his doom my bravest offspring yield. 
And feitten with celestial blood tlie field? ^ 

Then thus the Goddess with the radiant eyeet 
What weeds are theae 7 OhaovMaiipiof the ikka. 
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Short is the date picaciib^d to morial man ; I 

Shall Jo\^e,f[>j( diie^ extend tlie narrow ppan, > 

^Vlicise bound 5i were ^iCd before his race be^n f i 

Howmauy «ons of Gods, Ibred&om^d to deaUi, 

Belbre proud Hjan^ must re&%n thek bireath ! 

Were thine eHempt, debate would rise above^ 

And murmuring Powers condemti tt^eir partial Jot(S> 

Cjjve the bold chief a glorious fate in 6ght; 

And wlien th^ ascending soul lias wingM ber Qight, 

Let Sleep and Death convey t by tlTy command, 

The breathless bod)' to his native land. 

H eg friends and people^ to bis future pmise, 

A maible lomb and pyramid shall nuse, 

And La^tig boticjurs t» his a^he^ give ; 

Hbfanic (^lis aU the ckad caA have) shall live, 

Sfw said ; the Cloud-compelleri overcome, 

Asiegats ta fate, and ratifies the doom. 

Then^ touched witli gjieft the vreeping heavens distill d 

A sKower of blood o'er all the fatal field ; 

The God, his eyes diverting from the plain, 1 

l^iients Kii son^ predestined to be dain, > 

t'lrfinmi the Lycmn shores, his bappy native reigp. i 

Now met in amis, the combatants appear, 
tach heavM the shield, and poised the lifted Epe&r; 
frcmi strong Patruclus* hand the iavelui lied. 
And pass'd tlie groin of vaHant Thrasymed; 
The nerves ynbrac'ti^ no more his bulk sustain, 
He falls, ai^d falling, biiea the bloody plain* 
Two sounding ciaits the Lycian le^ider Uireiv \ 
The first aloof wiili erring fury fie w^ 
The next transpierced Achillea'' niorial steed, 
Tlifi generous redasus of Thebaii breed « 
i ix*d in the shoulder's joint he rcei'd aromid, 
RoUM in the bloody dustt and paw\l the sLlpperygrDuod 
His sudden fail Ih* entangled harness bmke i 
Each axle cradiled, and the cbarint sliook : 
When bold Automedon, to dise^igage 
The itaittng courj«t>, and restraiu their ta§t^ 
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Divides the traces with Ms sword, and fieed 
Th' encumberM chariot from the dyhig st^ : 
The rest move on, obedient to the rein ; 
The car rolls slowly o*er the dust^ plain. 

The towering chiefs to fiercer npt advance. 
And first Sarpedon whirled his weighty lance, 
Which o^er the warrior's shoulder took its course^ 
And spent in empty air its dying force. 
Not so Patroclus' never-errins dart ; ) 

AimM at his breast, it piercM the mortal part, > 
Where the strong fibres bind the solid heart ) 
Then, as the mountain oak, or poplar tall. 
Or pine (fit mast for some great admiral) 
NoQs to the axe, till with a eroaniilg sound 
It sinks, and spreads its hcffiours on the ground: 
Thus fell the king; and laid on earth supine, 
Before his chariot stretch'd his form divine: 
He eraspM the dust distain*d with streaming gora^ • 
And, pale in death, lav groaning on the shore. 
So lies a bull beneath the lion's paws, 
While the grim savage grinds with foamy jaws 
The.^mbling limbs, and sucks the smoking blood ; 
Deep groans, and hollow roars, rebellow thro' the wood 

Then to tlie leader of the Lycian band 
The dyins chief address'd his last commands 
Glaucus, be bold ; thy task be first to dam 
The glorious dangers of destructive war. 
To lead mv troops, to combat at their beitd, 
Incite the living, and supply the dead. 
TeU them, I charg'd them with my latest breadi 
Not unreveng'd to bear Sarpedon's death. 
What grief, what shame, must Glaucus undei|^ 
If these spoil'd anns adorn a Grecian foe! 
Then as a friend, and as a warrior, fight; 
Defend my body, conquer hi my right ; 
Tliat, taught by great examples, all may tiy 
Like thee to vanquish, or like ma to dk. 
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Heoeas^d; tte Faies Buppvess*d his labourinfi hnaA^ 
And his eyes darkeiiM witli the shades of deattu 
Th' tnsulthig yictor with disdain bestrode 
The prostrate prince, and on his bosom trod ; 
Then drew the weapon from his panting heart. 
The reeking fibres clinging to the dart ; 
From the wide wound giishM out a stream of bloody 
And tlie soul issued in the purple flood. 
His flying steeds the Myrmidons detain, 
Unguided, now, their mighty master slain. 
AU-impoten' of aid, transflx'd with grief. 
Unhappy GVaucus heard the dying chief. 
His painful arm, yet useless witli the smart 
Inflicted late by Teucer*s deadly dart. 
Supported on bis better hand he stay'd ; 
To Fhoebus then ('twas all he could) he pray*d: 

All-seeing monarch ! whether Lycia^s coast, 
Or sacred flion, thy bright presence boast. 
Powerful aliice to ease the wretches smart: 
Oh hear me ! God of every healing art ? 
Lo ! stiff with clotted blood, and pierced with pain. 
That thrills my arm, and shoots through every vein : 
I stand unable to sustain tlie spear. 
And sigh, at distance from the glorious war. 
Low in the dust is great Sarpedou laid. 
Nor Jove vouchsafed his hapless offspring .aid. 
But thou, O God of Healtii ! thy sjiiccour lend. 
To guard the relics of my slaughte'rM friend. 
For thou, though distant, canst restore mv mighty 
To head my Lvcians' and support the flglit. 

Apollo hearn ; and, suppliant as he stood. 
His heavenly hand restrained the flux uf blbod: 
He drew tiie dolors from the wounded part. 
And breathVl a spirit in his rising heart 
RenewM by art divine, the iiero stands, 
And owns th' assistance of immortal hands. 
^*irst to tiie fight his native troops he warms. 
Hum loiHlV calls on Trov's vindictive arms j 
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With ample ttridet be stsUis from plaee to plaoe; 
Now fires Agenor, now Polydamas; 
ifineas next, and Hector be accosts ; 
Inflaming thus tlie rage of all their hosts. 

What thousbts, re^rdless chief I thy breast emplof t 
Oh too fqrgetlul of the friends ol Tro]r I 
Those generous friends, who, from their country fai» 
Breathe their brave souls out in another's war. 
See ! where in dust the great Sarpedon lies, 
n action valiant, and in council wise, 
Who guarded right, and kept his people free ; 
To all his Lycians lost, and lost to thee ! 
StretchM by Patroclus' arm on yonder plains^ 
Oh save from hostile rag? his lov*d remains: 
Ah let not Greece his conquer*d trophief boast. 
Nor on his corse revenge her heroes lost. 
He spoke; each leader iu his grief partook^ 
Troy, at the loss, through all her legions shook. 
TransfixM with deep regret, they view o^rthrown 
At once his country's pillar, and their own ; 
A chief, who led to Troy*s beleaguered wall 
A host of heroes, and outshined them all. 
Fir'd they rush on ; first Hector seeks the foes, 
And with superior vengeance grektly glows. 

But o*er the dead the fierce Fatroclus stands, 
And, rousing Ajax, rous'd the listening bands. 

Heroes, be men ! be what you were before: 
Or weigh the great occasion, and be more. 
The chief who taught our loAy walls to yield. 
Lies pale in death, extended on the field. 
To guard his body, Troy in numbers flies ; 
*Tis half the ^ory to maintain our prise. 
Haste, strip his arras, the slaughter round him spwiil, 
And send tlie living Lycians to tlie dead^ 

TiM heroes kmdle at his fierce command ; 
The martial squadrons close on either hand : 
Here Troy and Lycia charge witli loud alarms, 
Thessalia there, and Greece, oppose their aima. 
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Witii hoitid shouts they circle rooBd the dalns 
The clash of armour rings o*er all the plain. 
Great Jove, to swell tlie borroirs of the fi^t, 
O'er the fierce armies pours pernicious night 
And round his son confounds the warring hosts, 
His fate ennobling with a crowd of ehosts. 

Now Greece gives way, and great Eoigeus fiiUf ; 
A^ftcleus' soii« from Budium*s lofty walls; 
Who, chas'd for murder thence, a suppliant came. 
To Pteleus and the silver-fboied daine ; 
Now sent to Troy, Aehilles* arms to aid, 
He pays due vengeance to his kinsmao*s shade. 
Soon as his luckless hand had touch'd the dead, 
A rock^s large fragment thundered on his head ; 
HurPd by Hectorean force, it cleft in twain 
His shatter'd helm, and stretched him o*er the slain. 

Fierce to tlie van of fight Patroclus came. 
And, like an eagle dartine at bis game, 
Sprung on the Trojan and the Lycian band ; 
What grief thy heart, what fury uigM thy hand. 
Oh generous Greek ! when with fulTvigpur thrown 
At Sthenelaiis fiew the weighty stone, 
Which sunk him to the dead : when Troy too near 
That ann, drew back ; and Hector leam'd to fear. 
Far as an able hand a lance can throw. 
Or at the lists, or at the fighting foe ; 
So fitr the Trojans from their lines retired ; 
TiU Glaucus turning, all the rest inspired. 
Then Bathyclacus fell beneath his rage. 
The only hope of Chakwn's trembling ag^: 
Wide o*er the land was stretched his larg^ C- 
With stately seats, and riches, blest in vain ; 
Him, bold with youth and eager to piursue 
The flying Lycians, Glaucus met, and slew ; 
Pierced tlurough the bostmi with a sudden wound. 
He fell, and, falling, made the fields resound. 
Th* Aehaians sorrow for their hero slain ; 
With conquering^ shouts the Trojans shake the plain. 



And cxowti to apoU tbe dead : the Gieeks oppoae ; 
An iron circle round the carcass grows. 

Then brave Laogonus resignM his breath, 
DesuatchM by Merion to the shades of death: 
On Ida^s holy hill he made aliode, 
The priest of Jove, and honour*d like his God. 
Between the jav and ear the javelin went; 
The soul, exhaling, issued at the vent. 

His spear, JEneas at the victor threw. 
Who, stooping forward, from tbe death withdrew* 
The lance hissM harmless o'er his covering shiold 
And trembling struck, and rooted in the field ; 
There yet scarce spent, it quivers on the plain. 
Sent by the great Eneas' arm in vain. 
Swift as thou art (the raging hero cries) 
And skillM in dancing to dispute the prise. 
My spear, the destinM passage had it found, 
Had fix'd thy active vigour to the ground. 

Oh valiant leader of the Dardan host ! t 

(Insulted Merion thus retorts the boast) , 

Strong as you are, *tis mortal force you tiustt ] t 

An arm as strong may stretch thee in the dust. 
And if to this my lance thy fate be given. 
Vain are thy vaunts ; success is still from heaven ; * 
This instant sends thee down to Pluto's coast ; [ 

Mine is the elory, his thy parting ghost 

O friend (Menoetius* son this answer gave) 
With words to combat, ill befits tbe brave ; 
Kot empty boasts the sons of Troy repel. 
Your swords must plunge them to tlie shades of I 
To speak, beseems Uie council ; but to dan 
In glorious action, is the task of war. 
This said, Patroclus to 'Jie battle flies ; 
Great Merion follows, and new sliouts ariss ; 
Shields, helmets, rattle, as the warriors close ; 
And thick and hea^nr sounds the storm of blow& 






As through the shrilling vale, or mountain ground. £ 



The labours of the woodman's axe resouna { 
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Blows following blows are heard ie-eehoiiig«rid% 
Willie crackling foresu iall on every side. 
Thus echoM ail the Aelds with loud alannsi 
So fell liie warriors, and so rung their arni^ 

Now great Sarpedon on the Kind^ ^lore, 
His heavenly form defaced with dust and gcra. 
And stucli with darts by warring heroes shed« 
Lies undistinguish*d from tlie vul^r dead. 
His long-din>u(ed corse the cniei;i enclose, 
On every side the busy combat grows; 
Thick as beneath some shepherd's thatch*d aboda^ 
(The ])ails higli foaming with a milky flood,) 
The bussing flies, a persevering train. 
Incessant swarm, and chased, return agani. 

Jove view*d tiie combat with a stem survey. 
And eyes that flash'd intolerable day. 
PixM on the field his sight, his breast debates 
The vengeance due, and meditates the fiites: 
Whether to uijKe their prompt effect, and eall 
The force of Hector to Fatroclus' fiiU, 
This instant see his short-liv'd trophies won. 
And stretch him breatiiless on his slaughter*d 80ii| 
Or yet, with many a souPs untimely fli^t, 
Augment tiie fame, and horror ^f the ^ht 
To crowo Achilles* valiant friend with praise 
At length he dooms ; and that his last of days 
Shall set in dory ; bids him drive the ibe; 
Nor unatienaed see the shades below. 
Then Hector's mind he fills with diie dismay; 
He mounts his car, and calls his hosts away. 
Sunk with Trov's heavy iates, he sees decline 
Tiie scales of Jove, and pants with awe divina. 

Tiieii, nor before, the hardy Lyciansfled, 
And left their monarch with the common dead 
Arotnid, in lieaps on heaps, a dreadfiil wall 
Of carnage rises, as the heroes fiUL 
(So Jove decreed !) At length the Greelcs obCafe* 
The prize conlesled, and despoil the slain. 
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The radiant tama ai« by Patioclus borne, 
Patroclus^ ships the glorious spoils adorn. 

Then thus to Phoebus, in the realms above, 
Spoke from his throne the cloud-compelling Jovei 
Defcend, my Phoebus ! on the Phrygian plain, 
And from the fight convey Sarpedon slain; 
Then bathe his body in the crystal flood ; 
With dust dishonoured, and defbrm'd with blood ; 
O'er all his limbs ambrosial odours shed. 
And with celestial robes adorn the dead. 
Those litesdischarg'd, his sacred corse bequeatl^ 
To the soft amis of silent Sleep and Death. 
They to his friends the mournful charge shall beaa 
His friends a tomb and pyramid shall rear; 
What honours mortals after death receive, 
Those unavailing honours we may give ! 

Apollo bows, and from mount Ida's height, 
Swin to the field precipitates his flight ;% 
Thence ftom the war the breathless hero bore, 
Veil'd in a cloud to silrer SimoTs' shore ; 
There bath'd his honourable wounds, anddrest 
His manly members in th* immortal vest ; 
And with perfumes of sweet ambrosial dews. 
Restores his freshness, and his form renews. 
Then Sleep and Death, two twins of winged raoa* 
Of matchless swiftness, but of silent pace, 
ReceirVl Sarpedon, at the God*s cojnmand. 
And in a moment reached the Lycian land ; 
Ttie corse amidst his weeping irtends thev laid. 
Where endless honours wait the sacred shade. 

Meanwhile Patmclus pours along the plains, 
With foaming coursers, and with loosened reins. 
Fierce on the Trepan and the Lycian crew. 
Ah, blind to fiite ! thy headlong ftiry flew : 
Against what Fate and powerful Jove ordain, 
Vain was thy'friend's command, thy courage v * 
Fur he, the God, whose oounsels unooatroTd, 
Dinmy the mightjF* and coofiNKid tfae boid» 
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The God who g^rts, rMiiniM^ and Oidbcs Att, 
He uigM ihee 9fH and urgM Uvie on to &U. 

WIm first, brave hero 1 by that axm was 
Who last, beneath thy vengeance preas'd tho pMi| 
When Heaven itself thy fsual fiiry led, 
And call'd to M the number of the dead? 
Adrestus first ; Autoaoiis then succeeds ; 
£cbecU» follows ; next young Megas bleeds: 
Epistor, Menalijppus, bite the ground ; 
The slaughter, Klasus and Mulius ciown'd: 
Then sunk Pylartes to eiernal night; 
The rest dispersing, trust their iates to flight 

Now Troy had stoop'd beneatii his matchkM 
But flaming Phoebus luept the sacred tower. 
Thrice at tne battlements Patioelus strook, 
His blazing 8M;is thrice Apollo shook: 
He tried <the rourth ; when, bursting from the 
A more tfaan mortal voice was heard aloud : 

Patroclus! cease; this heaven-defended watt 
Defies thy lance \ not fated yet to &11 ; 
Thy firiend, tby greater for, it shall withstand, 
Troy shall not stoop e'en to Achilles* hand. 

So spoke the God who darts celestial flvet : ■ 
The 6/eek obeys him, and with awe retina t 
While Heolor, checking at the Scean gataa 
His panting coursers, in his breast (iebates. 
Or in the field his forces to enipl(^. 
Or draw the troops within the wails of Tny. 
Thus while he thought, beside him Phabaa stand 
In Aaus' snape, who leknM hr Sangar's flood { 
(Thy brother, |[Ieeuba I uom I>nBa8 spnuig, 
A valiant warnor, bauglitY, bold, and youag) 
Tlius ha accosts' him. What a shameltii a^ ! 
Gods ! is It Hector that forbears the ficbti 
Where ^na my vigour, this suooessfiiliMtt 
Shoulfl spoil convince thee of so lalse a max. 
Torn then, ah turn thee to the field of Suum 
An«lhiPatroclii»*hl«944;|te(«thof ' 

rot0. IX. .^ 
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Psihaps ApoBo rfiaD thy ansfl 8aoefle4» 

And heaven ordiua him by thy lance to bleed. 

So spoke th' inspuring God *, then took hk fligjht» 
And pitiiM;*d amiclst the tumyU of the fighL 
He bids Cebhnn drive the rapid car ; 
The lash resound*^ the coursers rush to war. 
The God the Grecians^ sinking souls deprtst. 
And pour'd swift spirits thiough each Trojan btmA 
Patroclus lights, impatient tor the ^ht ; 
A spear his lef^ a stone employs his right. 
With all his nerves he drives it at the foe ; 
Pointed above, and rougli and gross below: 
The ^ling ruin crusliM Cebrion*s hc»d. 
The lawless ofispiing of king Friani^s bed ; 
His front, brows, eyes, one undistinguish'd wound 
The bursting balls drop sightless to the ground. 
The charioteer, while yet he held the rein, 
Struck from tiie car, mils headlons on the plain. 
To the dark shades the soul unwiDine glides^ 
While the proud victor tlms his iail derides: 

Ciood Heaven* ! what active feats yon artist diowf I 
What skilful divers are our Phrygian foes ! - 
Ifadt with what eaM they sink into the sand ! 
Ptor* that all their practice is by land ! 

Then nishing sudden on his prostiate prise, 
To spoil the carcass fierce Patroclus flies • 
Swift as a lion, terrible and bold, 
That sweeps the fidds, depcipulates the fold ; 
PiercMithiougb the dauntless lieart, then tumbles slaia • 
And from bis fotal coura^^ finds his bane. 
At once bold Hector leapmg from his car, 
Defends the bodv, and provokes the war. 
Thus for some smughierM hind, with equal ngt^ 
Two lordly rulers crt the wood eng^e ; 
Stung with fieiee hunger, each the prey invades^ 
And echoing roars rebellow through the shadet. 
Stem Hector4aileM oo the warrior's head, 
And l»y Uie foot PatraokM dnis the dead. 



While an arouud, eoiiAiaoii, rage, and ftig^ 
Mix the contending host in inoital fighL 
So, pent by hiUs, the wild winds roar aloud 
In itie deep bosom of some gloomy wood; 
Leaves, arms, and trees, aloft in air aie btowB, 
The broad oaks crackle, and the sylvans groan; 
This way and that, the rattling thicket bends, 
And the whole forest in one crash descends. 
Not with less noise, with less tumultuous rage, 
In dreadful shock the mingled hosts engage. 
Darts showered on darts, now round the caieass ring; 
Now flights of arrows bounding from the string: 
Stones H>Uow stones ; some clatter on the fields, 
Some hard, and heayy, shake the sounding shields. 
But where the rising wbirlwmd clouds the plains, 
Sunk in soft dust the mighty chief remains. 
And, stretchM In death, fo|rgets the guiding rems! 
Now flaming from the Zeniui, Scl had driven 
His fervid orb through half the vault of heaven $ 
While on each host witli equal tempest fell 
The showering darts, and numbers sunk to helL 
But when his evening wheels overhung the main, 
Glad conquest rested on tlie Grecian train. 
Thou from amidst the tumult and alarms. 
They draw tlie eonquer'd corse, and radiant aniK 
Then rash Patroclus with new fury riowt, 
And, breathing slaughter, pours amid the fees. 
Thrice on the press like Mars himself he flew, 
And thrice three heroes at each onset slew. 
There ends thy gjlory ! there the Fates untwint 
The last, black remnant of so bright a line ; 
Apollo dreadful stope thy middle way ; 
Death calls, and Heaven allows no kxiger day! 

For lo I the God m dusky clouds enshrined. 
Approaching, dealt a staggering blow behind. 
The weighty shock his neck and shoulders feel ; 
His eyes flash sparkles, his 8tunn*d aaoaes reel 



In giddy dadaiM»t ftr to disiMM fluag^ 
Hh bounding hebnet on the chamfHugn nmi^ 
Achilles* plume ig ttainM with dust and «ira» 
That plume, which never stooped to earth belnn; 
Long us*d, mrtouch'd, in fighting fields to shine^ 
And shade the temples of tlie man divine. 
Jove dooms it now on Heetor's helm to nod ; 
Mot long— for Am pursues him, and the God. 

Hb spear in shivers fiUla: his ample shieUL 
Okops from bis arm : his baldric strows the fileidt 
The cocdek his astonished breast forsakes: 
Loose is each joint; each nerve with honor slialiaib 
Stupid he stares, and all-assistless stands: 
Sucn is the force of more tiian mortal iiands ! * 

A Dardan youth there was, well-known to ftnii 
Pram Panthus sprung* Eupliorbus was bb name ; 
Vam*d for the manage of the foaming horse, 
Skiird in the dart, and nmtciiless iu Uie course* 
iVitt twentar kni^ts he tumbled from the caii 
While yet he leam*d his rudiments of war. 
His venturous spear first drew the liero^s goto; 
He struck, he wounded, but he durst no more ; 
Nor, though dkarmM, Fatroclus' futy stood : 2 
But swift withdrew the lo^g-protended wood, > 
And tun'd kuin short, and herded in the crowd. \ 
Tlius, by an arm divine, and mortal spear, 
Wounded at oiiee, Patroclus yields to foar, 
Rethres for succour to his social train. 
And flies the f^Ub, which Heaven decreed, in vaia 
Attn Heeior, as the bleeding chief he views. 
Bleaks throi^ the ranks, and his retreat punueti 
The lance arrests him with a mortal wound \ 
H$ fiiUs, earth thunders, and his arms resound. 
With him all Greece was sunk; that moment a& 
Her yet-surviving hertws seem*d to folL 
SQ^scoreb*d with heat, along the desert shores 
Tlie wwuniBg Iks m iee t s a hti^y hoai^ 






Fa<it by the spring ; they both dispute the flood. 
With naming eyeg, and jaws besmearM with blood; 
At length the sovereign savage wins the strife, 
And the torn boaf resigns his thirst and life. 
Patxoclus thus, bo many chiefs overthrown. 
So many lives effused, expires his own. 
As dying now at Hector's feet he lies, 
He sternly views him, aiid triumphing cries: 

Lie there, Patroclus! and with thee, the joy 
fhy pride once pxomtsM, of subverting Troy ; 
The nincJed scenes of Uion wrapt in names. 
And thy soft pleasures servM with captive dames 
Unthinking man ! I fought, Uiose towers to free. 
And guard that beauteous race firom lords like thee . 
But tnou a prey to vultures shalt be made ; 
Thy own Achilles cannot lend thee aid ; 
Though much at parting that great chief might say. 
And much enjoin thee, this ImporUnt day, 
** Return not, my brave friend (perhaps he said) > 
Without the bloody arms of Hector aead.** > 

He spoke, Patroclus marched, and thus he sped. 3 

Supine, and wildly gazing on the skies. 
With ^int, expiring breath, the chief replies: 

Vain boaster ! cease, and know the Powers divuM 
'Jove*s and Apollo's is this deed, not thine ; 
To Heaven is ow'd whatever your own you caQ, 
And Heaven itself disarmed me ere my ML 
Had twenty mortals, each thy match in might, 
OpposM me fairly, they had sunk in fight: 
By Fate and Phoebus was I first overthrown, 
Euphorbus next ; the third mean part thy own. 
But thou, imperious ! hear my latest breath ; 
The Gods inspire it, and it sounds thy doatb. 
Insulting man, thou shalt be soon, as I ; 
Black fiite bangs o'er thee, and thy hour draws ni^i 
f7en now on lire's last ver^e I see thee stand, 
I ne thee fi^l, and by Achilles' hand. 
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He fiunts ; the soul uuwilling wincB her way 
(The beauteous body left a load of day,) 
Ftits to the lone, uncomfortable coast ; 
A naked, wandering, melancholy ghost! 

Then Hector, pausing as his eyes he fed 
On the pale carcass, thus addressed the dead : 

From whence this boding speech, this stem dceite 
Of death denounced, or why denounced to nie? 
Why not as well Achilles* rate be given, 
To Hector's lance f who knows the will of Heawa. 

Pensive lie said ; then pressing as he lay . 

His breathless bosom, tore the lance away ; 
And upwards cast the corpse : the reeking spear 
He shakes, and chai^ges the bold charioteer. 
But swift Automedon with loosened reins 
Wrapt in the chariot o*er the distant plainsi 
Far nora his rage th* immortal coursers drovt; 
Th* iiDiDOrtai couneiB were the gift of J»niL 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

Tkt sevtnA Smttk^for the Body of Pairochu: tlUJicU ^ 



\ upon th« death of Patroclus, defends his bodr frooi 
the enemy: Euphovbus, who attempts it« ts slain. Hcctot 
adrancini^, MenelsMJS retires; bat soon returns with Ajax, aoA 
driras him off. 'This Glaucus objects to Hector as a fliehU 
who thereupon puts on th« armour he had won from P«trocIus. 
and renews the battle. The Greeks give way, till Ajax ral 
lies them i ^neas sustains the Troiau. Apneas and Hector 
attempt the efaariot of Achilles, which is borne off tnr Auto- 
nedon. The horses of Achilles deplore the lossof Patro- 
clus ; Jupiter covers his body with a thick darkness ; the no* 
ble prayer of Ajax on that occasion. • Menelaus sends Antilo- 
chus to Achilles, with the news of Patroclus's death ; theQ 
returns to the fight, where, though attacked^ with the utmost 
fnrTt he and Meriones, assisted by the Ajaxes, bear off the 
body to the ships. 
The time is the evening of the eight-and-tweotieth day. Tbt 
scene lies in the fields before Troy. 



0% the cold earth divine Patroclus spread, 
Lies pierc'd with wounds among the vulg^ dead. 
Great Menelaiis, touchM with generous wo, 
Springs to the fiiont, and guards him from the foe: 
Thus round her new-fall'n young, the heifer rooveii 
Fruit of her throes, and first born of her loVes; 
And anxious (helpless as he lies, and bare) 
Turns, and re-turns her, with a mother's care. 
OpposM to each that near the carcass came, 
His twoad shield glimmers, and his lances f 
Th« son of Panthus, skilPd the dart to sf 
Eyes the dead hero, an^ insults the friend. 
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This hand, Atrides, laid PaUroclus lo«r; 
Warrior, desist, iior tempt an equal tytov : 
Tt> me the spoils my pi^iress won, resi^-, 
Depart with life, and leave the glory mine. 

The Trojan thus.: the Spartan monarch buraM 
With eenerous anguish, and in scorn returned. 
Laugh*st thou not, Jove ! from thy superior thrOM^ 
When mortals boast of prowess not tbeir Mm/ 
Not thus the lion glories in his might, 
Nor panther braves his spotted foe in fight. 
Nor thus the boor ^those terrors of the plain) 
Man only vaunts his force, and vaunts m vain. 
But fiir uie vainest of the boastM kind 
These sons of Panthus vent th^ haughty mind. 
Yet Hwas but late, beneath my conquering steel 
This boaster's "brother, Hyperenor, fell, 
Against our arm which rashly he defied. 
Vain was his vigour, and as vain his pride. 
These eyes behdd him on the dust expire, 
No more to cheer his spouse, or glad his sire. 
Presumptuous youth ! like his shall be thy dooin^ 
Go, wait thy brother to tlie Stygian gloom ; 
Or, while thou may^st, avoid the tlireaten*d iate; 
Fools stay to feel it, and are wise too late. 

Unmov*d, Euphorbus thus: That action known, 
Come, for my brother's blood repay thy. own. 
His weeping father cliums thy aestin'd head, 
And spouse, a widow in her bridal bed, 
On these thy conquer'd spoils I shall bestow. 
To sooth a consort's and a parent's wo. 
No longer then dtskjt the glorious strife, 
Let Heaven decide our fortune, feme, and lifei 

Swift as the word the missile lance he fiingi» 
The weU-aim*d weapon on the buckler rings, 
But blunted by the brass hmoxious falla 
On Jove the nther, great Atrides calls, 
Nor flies the javelin from his arm in vafai. 
It |iiere*d bis throat, and bent him tn tiM iMi| 
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Wide through the neck appears the grid/ wound, 
Prooe sMu the wairior, aiid his arms resound. 
The shining cifcleu of his golden hair. 
Which e^en the Graces might be proud to wear, 
InstarrM with gems and gold, bestrow the shoieii 
With dust dishonoqi^d, and deformed with gova. 

Ai the young oliVe, in some sylvan scene, 
CrownM by fresh fountains with eternal green, 
Lifts the gay head, in snowy flowerets fiur, 
And plays aod danoee to the gentle air ; 
When lo ! a whirlwind from high heaven invadei 
The tender plcmt, and withers iQ] its shades; 
It lies uprooted from its genial bed, 
A lovely run now detm'd and dead. 
Thus younc, thus beautiful, Euphorbus lay. 
While the fierce Spartan tore his arms away. 
Proud of his deed, and glorious in the prise, 
Af&ighted Troy the towering victor flies: 
Flies, as before some mountain lion^s ire. 
The village curs and trembling swains retire ; 
When <^er the slaughter*d bull they hear hun mar. 
And see bis jaws distil with smoking gore ; 
All pale with fear, at distance scatterM round, 
Th^ shout incessant and the vales resound. 

Bfuanwhile Apollo view'd with envious eyes, 
And uig*d great Hector to dispute the prise 
(Iq Mentes^ shape, beneath whose martial care 
The rough Cieonians leamM the trade of war.) 
Forbear, he cried, witli fruitless speed to chase 
Achilles* eooneis, of ethereal race ; 
They stoop not, these, to mortal man*s command 
Or sloop to none but great Achilles* hand. 
Too long amused with a pursuit so vain. 
Turn, and behold the brave Euphorbus dan ! 
Bv Sparta skein ! for ever now supprest 
Ine me which bumM in that undaunted oreaM ! 

Thus having spoke, Apollo wing*d his flight, 
And mis'4 with moftals in the toik of flg^t; 
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His words infix'd unutterable care 
Deep in great Hector's soul; through all the war 
He (larls his anxious « /e \ and instant view'd 
The breatliless hem in his blood imbru*d, 
(forth swelUng from the wound, as prone he lay) 
• And in the victor's hands the shining prey. 
Sheath'd in bright arms, thro* cleaving ranks he flia% 
And sends his voice in thunder to tlie skies; 
Fierce as a flood of flame by Vulcan sent, 
Jkflew, and flr*d the nations as*it went. 
Atrides fiom the voice of storm divinM, 
Andi thus explored his own unconquerM mind : 

Then shall 1 quit Patroclus on the plain. 
Slain in my cause, and for ray h^our slain! 
Desert the arms, the relics of my friend ? 
Or, singly, Hector and his troops attend ? 
Sure where such pairtial favour Heaven bestow*d» 
To brave the hero were to brave the God : 
Forgive me, Greece, if once i quit the field ; , 
*Ti8 not to Hector, but to Heaven I yield. 
Yet, nor the God, nor Heaven, should give me iea^ 
Did but the voice of Ajax reach my ear: 
Still would we turn, still battle on the plains. 
And give Achilles all that yet remains 
Of his and our Patrocius. — This, no more. 
The time aliowM : Troy thickenM on the i' 
A sable scene ! The terrors Hector led. 
Sbw he recedes, and sighiiis quits the dead. 

So from the fold tli* unwilling lion parts, 
ForcM by loud clamours, and a storm of dartf ; 
He flies indeed, but threatens as he flies. 
With heart indignant, and retorted eyes. 
Now enter*d in the Spartan ranks, he turn*d 
His manly breast, and with new fury burned, 
O'er all the black battalions sent his view. 
And through the cloud the godlike Ajax kiieir( 
Where labouring on the left the warrior stood, 
AU firim in anus, and nover'd o'er with blootV 
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There breathing courage, where the God of day 
Had sunk each heart with terror and dismay. 

To him the kine : Oh Ajax, ob ray friend ; 
Haste, and Patrocius* lov^d remains defend: 
The body to Achilles to restore, 
Demands our care ; alas, we can no more ! 
For naked now. despoiPd of arms he lies ; 
And Hector glories m the dazzling prize. 
He said, and touched his heart. The raging pair 
Pierce the thick battle, and provoke the war. 
Already had stem Hector seizM h>s head, 
And doomM to Trojan dogs th* unhappy dead ; 
But soon (as Ajax reaj|'d his tower-like shield) 
Sprung to bis car, anmieasurM back the fieldu 
His train to Troy the radiant armour bear, 
To^tand a trophy of his fame in war. 

Meanwhile great Ajax (his broad shield display*d) 
Guards the dead hero with the dreadful shade; 
And now before, and now behind he stood : 
Thus in the centre of some gloomy wood, 
With many a step the lioness surrounds 
Her tawny young beset by men and hounds; 
Elate her heart and rousing all her powers, 
Dark o*er the fiery balls each hanging eye-brow lo*veii. 
Fast by his side, the generous Spartan ^ows 
With great revenge* and feeds ms inward woei. 

ButGlaucus, leader of the Lycian aids. 
On Hector firowning, ^us his flight upbraids: 
Where now in Hector shall we Hector find > 
A manly form without a manly mind. 
Is this, O chief! a hero's boasted fame ? 
How vain, without the merit, is the name<{ 
Since battle is renounced, thy thoughts employ 
What ether methods may preserve thy Troy : 
JTis time to try if Ilion*8 state can stand 
DT thee alone, nor ask a foreign hand ; 
Mean, empty boast ! but shall the Ljrcians stake 
Tlieir lives for yuu ? those Lyciaut you fiKsake ' 
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What from thy thankless arms can we eooMt? 
Thy friend Sarpedon proves thy base negtect: 
Say, shall our slaughterM bodies guard your vrallii 
While unreveng'd the great Sarpedon lalls? 
E^en where he died for Troy, you left him there, 
A feast for dogs, and all the fowls of air. 
On my command if any Lycian wait, 
Hence let him march, and give up Troy to &to 
Did such a spirit as the Gods impart 
Impel one Trojan hand, or Trojan heart, 
(Such as should bum in every soul, that dravt 
The sword for glory, and his country's cause ;) 
£*en yet oar mutual arms we midit employ. 
And drag yon carcass to the walls of Troy. 
Oh ! were Patroclus ours, we might obtain 
Sarpedon^s arms, and honourM corse again ! 
Greece with Achilles* fnend should be repaid. 
And thus due honours purchasM to his shade. 
But words are vain— let Ajax once appear, 
And Hector trembles, and recedes with fiear; 
Thou dar*st not meet the terrors of his eye ; 
And lo ! already thou prepar'st to fly. 

The Trojan chief with fixM resentment ey'd 
The Lycian leader, and sedate replied : 

Say, is it just (my friend) that Hector*8 ear 
From such a warrior such a speech should faeei ? 
f deem*d thee once the wisest of thy kind. 
But ill this insult suits a prudent mind. 
I shun great Ajax f I desert my train ? 
*Ti8 mine to prove the rash assertion vain? 
I joy to mingle where the battle bleeds, 
And hear the thunder of the sounding stt 
But Jove*s high will is ever uncontrolM, 
The strong he withers, and confounds the bold ; 
Now crowns with &me the mighty man, and no«r 
Strikes the fresh garland from the victor's brow ! 
Come, through yon squadrons let us hew the wtf 
A .J .^^ ^ Witness, if I fear tlus da^: 
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If yet aGieek the ngtit of Hectnr drtad, 
Oryet tbeir hero dare defend the dead. 

Then turning to the martial hosts, he eiieii 
Ye Trojans, Dardaiis, Lycians, and allies ! 
Be men (my friends) in action as in naoMi 
And yet be mindful of your ancient fame. 
Hector in proud Achilles* arms shall shim, 
Tom from his friend, bv right of conquest miiie. 

He strode along the field, as thus he said : 
(The sable plumage nodded o-er his bead) 
Swift through the spacious plain he sent a took. 
One instant saw, one instant overtook 
The distant band, that on the sandy shove 
The radiant spoils to sacred Uion bore. 
There his own maQ unbracM the fiekl besttmrM 
His trun to Troy conreyM the massy load. 
Now blazing in th* immortal arms he stands. 
The work and prepent of celestial hands; 
Byag^d Peleus to Achilles given, 
As first to Peleus k^ the court of Heaven : 
His fiither*s arms not long Achilles wean, 
Fosbid by fiite to reach his father's years. 

Him, proud in triumph, glittering from afttf. 
The God whose thunder rends the troubled aar, 
Beheld with pity, as apart he sate, 
And conscious, looked through all the scene «f flMi 
He shook the sacred honours of his head ; 
Olympus trembled, and the Godhead said: 

Ah, wretched man ! unmhndAil of thy end 1 
A moment's glory ! and what fetes attend^ 
In heavenly panoply divinely bright 
Thou stand'st, and armies tremble at thy sl|jbt, 
As at Achilles' self! beneaifi thy dart 
Lies 4ain the great Achilles* dearer part: 
Thou from the mighty dead those arms hastloni 
Which once the greatest of mankind liad i 
Tst live ! I give thee one illtisirious dmjt 
A blaae of ^ly ere thou fiul'st away. 
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Foi ah f no mo]!(r. Andromache shall come, 
With joyful tears to welcome Hector home ; 
No mora officious, with endearing charms. 
From thy tir'd limbs unbrace Pelides* arms ! 

Then with his saMe biow be gave the nod, 
That seals his word : the sanction of tlie God. 
The stubborn arms Qsy Jove^s command dispos*d 
Gonfonn*d spontaneous, and around him clos'd; 
Filled with the God, en1aig*d his members grew, 
Thmueh all his veins a sudden vigour 6ew, 
The bumd in iMrisker tides be^ to roll, 
.And Mars himself came rushing on his souL 
Exhorting loud through all the field he strode. 
And looked, and movM, Achilles, or a God. , 
Now Mesthles, Glaucus, Medon, he ins])ires^ 
Now Phorcvs, Chromius, and Hippothoiis fires , 
The great I'hesilochus like fury found, > 

Astcropeus kindled at the sound, ^ , > 

And Ennomus, in augury renowned. ' ^ 

Hear, all ye hosts, end hear, unnumberM bands 
Of neighbouring nations, or of distant lands! 
*Twas not for state we summonM you so fiur, 
To boast our numbers, and the pomp of war ; 
Ye came to fight : a valiant foe to chase, 
To save our present, and our future race. 
For thsSf our wealth, our products you enjoy. 
And ^iean the relics of exhausted Troy. 
Now then to conquer or to die prepare. 
To die or conquer, aire tlie terms or war. 
Whatever hand shall win P&troclus slain, 
Wboe*er shall dras him to the Trojan train. 
With Hector*s self shall equal honours claim ; 
With Hector part the spoil, and share the fiime. 

Fir*d by his words, the troops dismiss their feaii, 
They jom, they thicken, they protend their spears; 
FuU on the Greeks they drive ui finn array. 
And each firom Ajaz hopes the glorious preji 
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Vain hope ! what numbers shall the field o*erq>i8td 
What ▼ictims perish round the mighty dead I 

Great Ajax inarkM the growing storm from &r« 
And thus bespoke his brotner of the war: 
Our fatal d^iy, alas ! is come (my friend,) 
And all our wars and glories at an end ! 
*Tis not this corse alone we guard in vain, 
Condemn'd to vultures on the Trojan plain , 
We too must yield : the same sad fate must fall 
On thee, on me, perhaps (my friend) on alL 
See what a tempest direful Hector spreads. 
And lo ! it bursts, it thunders on our heads ! 
Call on our Greeks, if any hear the call, 
The bravest^Greeks: this hour demands them all. 

The warrior rais*d bis voice, and wide around 
The field re-echoed the distressful sound. 
Oh shiefs ! oh princes ! to whose hand is given, 
The rule of men ! whose glory is from Heaven .' 
Whom with due Honours both'Atrides grace; 
Ye guides and guardians of our Aigive race ! 
AH, whom this well-known voice shall reach from fUk 
All, Vhom I see not through this cloud of war; 
Come all ! let generous rase your arms employ^ 
And save Patroclus from uie dogs of Troy. 

OTlean Ajax first the voice obey*d. 
Swift was his pace, and ready was his aid ; 
Next him Idomeneus, more slow with age. 
And Merion, burning with a heroes rage. 
The long succeeding^ numbers who can name ? 
But all were Greeks, and eager all for fame. 
Fierce to the charse great Hector led the throng; 
All Troy embodied, rushM with shouts along. 
Thus, when a mountain-billow foams and raves, 
Where some swoln river disemlxigues its waves, 
' Full in the mouth is stoppM the rushing tida 
The boiling ocean works from side to side* 
The river trembles to its utmost shore. 
And distant rocks r»4)ellow to die roar. . , . . 
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Nor lets resoVd the firm Acbaian band 
With brazen shields, in horrid circle stand : 
Jove, pouring darkness o^er the mingled fight, 
Conceals the warriors* shining helms in night: 
To him the chief for whom the host contend. 
Had liv*d not hateful, for he liv'd a friend i 
Dead he protects him with superior ^are, 
Nor dooms his carcass to the birds of air. 

The first attack the Grecians scarce sustain, 
Bepuls'd, they yield, the Trojans seis» the slain; 
Then fierce they rally to revenge, led on 
By the swift rage of Ajax Telamon. 
JAjax to Peleus* son the second name. 
In graceful stature next, and next in fatne.)^ 
With headlong force the foremost lanks he tore; 
So thniugh the thicket bursts the mountain boar, 
And rudely scatters, far to distance round, 
The frighted hunter, and the. baying hound. 
The son of Lethus, brave Felasgus* heir, 
Hippothous, draggM the carcass through the war ; 
Tne nnewy ancles bor'd, the feet he l)ound 
VITith thongs, inserted through the double wound: 
Inevitable fote o'ertaXes the deed ; 
Doom'd by great Ajax* vengeful lance to bleed: 
It cleft the helmet*s brazen cheeks in t\vain ; 
The shatter*d crest and horse-hair strow the pkuns 
With nerves relaxed he tumbles to the ground: 
The brain comes gushuig through the ghastly wound 
•He drops Patroclus* foot, and o*er him spread 
Now lies, a sad companion of the dead : 
Far firom Larissa lies, his native air. 
And ill TM|uites his parent's tender care. 
Lamented youth ! in life's first bloom he ftll, 
Sient by great Aiax to the shades of hell. 
Once more at Ajax, Hector's javelin flies: 
The Grecian marking as it cut the skies, 
Sfauun'd the descending death ; which hisung on 
8lraich*d ii»the dost the great liihvtui? son. 



Schedius the brave, of eU tbe Pbocian kind 
Tlie boldest warrior and the ooblest mind : 
In little Panope for strength renown'd. 
He held his seat, and rulM the xealms around. 
Piung*d in his throat, the weapon drank his blood* 
And deep transpieccing thrtMjgh the shuulder stood i 
In clanemg arms the hero £bU|, and all 
The fields resounded with his weighty iaXL 

Fliorcys, as slain Hippothous be de|end% 
The Telaroonian kunce his belly rends; 
The hollow armour burst before the stroke, 
And through the wcHind the rushing entrails broke 
In strong convulsions panthig on the sands 
Ue lies, and ccasps the dust with dying bands. 

Struck at the sight, recede the Trojan train : 
The shouting Aigives strip the heroes slain. 
And now h«l Troy, by Greece compell'd to yiekl^ 
Fled to her ramparts, and resigned tne fi^; 
Greece, in her native fortitude elate, 
With Jove averse, had tum*d the scale of &te 
But Phcebus uigM £neas to the fight; 
He seemM like aged Periphas to sight i 
<A herald in Anchises* love grown old, 
Rever*d for prudence ; and with prudence, bold.) 
Thus he — what methods yet, oh chief! remain, 
To save your Troy, though Heaven its fall ocdaJal 
There have been heroes, who, by virtuous care, 
fiy valour, numbers, and by arts of war. 
Have forcM the powers to spare a sinking state. 
And gain*d,at tengtli,the glorious odds of fiite. 
But yon, when fortune smiles, when Jove deelaKt 
His partial fikvour, and assistt your wars, 
Your shameful efforts 'gainst yourselves employ, 
And fofDe feh^ unwHlina God to ruin Troy. 

iKneas through the form assuroVl descries 
The Power coiiceard, and thus to Hector Gtimt 
Oh lasting shame ! to our own iears a piey. 
We seek our famparte,aiid desert tlie dfty. 
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A God (nor is h« Imk) iny boaom waraif, 
And telLs me, Jove asGerts the Trojaii aorns. ^ 

He spoke, and foremost to the combat flewi 
The bold example all his host pursue. 
Theto first, Leocritus beneath mm bled, 
In vain beloved by valiant Lycomede ; 
Who view'd his iaU, and, grieving at the chance^ 
^wjft to revenge it, sent his angry lance : 
The whirling lance, with vigorous force addrest, 
Descends, and pants in Apisaon*s breast: 
From rich Pceonia^s vales the warrior came, 
Next thee, Asteiopeus! in place and lame. 
Asteropeus with grief beheld the slain. 
And rush'd to combat, but he rush'd in vain : 
Indissoluble firm, around the dead. 
Rank withm rank, on buckler buckler spread. 
And heremM with bristled spears, the Grecians stood. • 
A braxen bulwark, and an iron wood. 
Great Ajax eyes them with yicessant care. 
And m an orb contracts the crowded war, 
Close in their ranks commands to fight or fiill. 
And stands the centre and the soul of all : 
Fix*d on the spot they war, and, wounded, wound; 
A sangume torrent steeps the reeking ground ; 
On heaps the Greeks, on heaps the Trojans bled. 
And, thickening round them, rise the hills of dead. 

Greece, in close order, and collected might. 
Yet sufiers least, and sways the wavering fight ; ■ 
Fierce as confiictmg files, the combat bums. 
And now it rises, now it sinks by turns. 
In one thick darkness all the figlit was lost; 
The sun, the moon, and all th' ethereal host 
Seem'd as extinct: day ravish'd from their eyes. 
And all heav*n*8 splendours blotted from the akiiest 
Such o*er Patrodus* body hung the night. 
The rest in sunshine fought, and open lidtfy 
Unclouded there, tlie aerial azure spread. 
No va|Jour rested on the mountain's head. 



The gpldoo imi pooi'd torth a rtrahgarnj, 

And all the bioad czponsioa flam'd with diqr. 
Dispen*d aiound the plam, by fits they fight, 
And herBf and there, tneir ■catinE'd ancnrs hghtx 
But dfeath and daxknesB o^er the caicaee apmui, 
Hiere burnM the war, and there the mighty hied. 

Meanwhile the eons of Nestor, m the rear, 
Their ftUows routed, toss the distant apear, 
And skirmish wide : so Nesior gave command. 
When firora the ships he sent the Pylian band. 
The youthful brothers thus for fiune oontend. 
Nor knew the fortune of Achilles' friend ; 
In thought they view'd him still, with auurtial joy. 
Glorious in arms, and dealing deaths to Troy. 

But rdund the corse, the heroes pant for breath, 
And thick and heavy i^rows the work of death: 
0*eflabourM now, with dust, and sweat, and gore, 
Their knees, their legs, their feet are cover'd ^er; 
Drops follow drops, the clotvls on clouds arise, 
Ana carnage clogs their hands, and darkness fills tbanr 

eyes. 
As when a slaughterM bull's yet-reeking hide, 
Strain.*d with fiul force, and tugg'd firom side to side, 
The brawny curriers stretch ; and labour o'er 
Th' extended surfoce, drunk with fiit and goie ; 
So tugging round the corse both armies stt»d; 
The mangled body batb'd in sweat and blood: 
While Greeks and Ilions equal strength employ, 
Now to the ships to force it, now to Troy. 
Not Pallas* sell, her breast when fiiiy wanna, 
Nor he whose anger sets the world in arms, 
Could blame this scene ; such i ige, such honmr setfoPd, 
Such Joye, to honour the great dead, oidain^d. 

Achilles in his ships at distance lay. 
Nor knew the fetal fortune of the day ; 
He, yet unconscious of Patroclus* fUu, 
In dust extended under Ilion's wall, 



MA xamua. 



Expects him ^0RMi Aon tlM eoaqa&^4 pUa^ 
And for his wished return prepares in vaint 
Though well he knew, to make {>K>ud ilion bond. 
Was moBB than heaven had destinM to his ficiend » 
Ferhaps to him ^ this Thetis liad reveal'd ; ^ 

The rest, ia pity to her «on conceal'd. 

Still ragM the conflict round tlie hero dead. 
And heaps on heaps by mutual wounds they bled, 
Cursed be the man (evii private Greeks would say) 
Wlio dares desert this well-disputed day 1 
First may the cleaving earth before our eyes 
Gape wide, and drink our blood for sacrifice ! 
First ftffiih aU, ere haughty Troy shall boast 
We lost Patrockis, and our gkuy lost ! 

Thus tbev. While with one voice the Troiwis said, 
Grant this day« Jove ! or heap us on*the deaa ! 

Then clash ibeir sounding arms ; the clangours ris% 
And shake the braaen concave of the skies. 

Meantime, at distance ffoi^ the scene of blood. 
The pensive steeds of gjreat Achilles stood ; 
Their godlike master slain before their eyes, 
They wepu t^ shar'd in huroai* mieeries» 
In vain AutomedoB now shakes the rein, 
Now plies the lash, and sooths and Uireaits in vam; 
Nor to the fight nor Hellespont they go. 
Restive they stood^aad obstinate in wo : 
Still as a tomb-stCNeie, never to be mov'd, 
On some good man or woman unreprovM 
Lays its eternal weight ; or fix'd, as stands 
A marble courser by tlie sculptor's hands, 
Plac*d on the hero's grave. Along their Aux, 
The big round drops ooursM down with silent pi 
Con&Tohing on the dusi. Their manes, that late 
Circled their arched necks, and wavM in state, 
Trail'd on the dust beneath tiie yoke were spread^ 
And prone to earth was hung their lai^id head: 
Nor Jove disdainM to.oast a pitying lo<^ 
While thus releutmg to the steeds he sp^ : 
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UnhaBpfeoorsen of nmuortal vtmin . 
fSkempt Rom age, and deathless now in vafai} 
Did we your race on mortal man bestow, 
Onlj, alas ! to share in mortal wo ? 
For ah I what is there, of inferior bifth. 
That breathes or creeps upon the dust of eartb ; 
What wretched creature of what wretched kind. 
Than man more weak, calamitous, and blind f 
A miaerBble ranse ! but cease to muum : 
For not by you shall Priam's son be boffne 
Uigb on the splendid car: one glorious priM 
He rashly boasts ; the rest our will denies. 
Ourself will swiftness %> your nerves impart, 
Ourself with rishig spirits swell your heart 
Automedon your rapid flight shaJl bear 
Safe to the navy through the storm of war. 
For yet 'tis given to Troy, to ravage o'er 
The 6eld, and spread her slaugtiters to the i 
The sun shall see her conquer, till his fall 
With sacred darkness shades the face of aU. 

He said ; and, breathing in th' immortal 1 
Excessive spirit, urg^d them to the course ; 
From their high manes they shake the dust, and bMr 
The kindlhig chariot through the parted war: 
So flies a vulture through the clamorous train 
Of geese, that scream, and scatter round the plain. 
From dangor now with swiftest speed they flew, 
And now to' conquest w^ like speed pursue ; 
Sole in the seat the charioteer remains, 
Now plies the javelin, now directs the reins: 
Him wave Alcmiedon beheld distrest, 
Appronch'd the chariot, and the chief addrest: 

What God provokes thee, rashly thus to dan, 
Alone, unaided, in the thickest war? 
Alas ! thy friend is slain, and Hector wields 
Achilles* arms triumphant in the fields. 

In happy time f the charioteer replies) 
The bold Alcimedon now peete my efi*| 
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No Greek like him the heavenly steeds lestraini^ 

Or holds their fury in siispended reins: 

Patroclus, while he livM, their rage could tamei 

But now Patroclus is an empty name ! 

To thee I yield the seat, to tiiee resign 

The ruling char^ : the task of fi^ht be mine. 

He said Alcunedon, with active heat, ^ 

Snatches the reins, and vaults into the seat 
His friend jdescends. The chief of Troy desciied» 
And callM ^neas figliting near his side. 
Lo, t4>my sight beyond our hope restoi'd, 
Achilles* car, deserted of its Icvd I 
The glorious steeds our ready anvs invite, 
Scarce their weak drivers guide them thro* the fight* 
Can such opponents stand, when we assail? 
Unite thy force, my friend, and we prevaiL 

The son of Venus to the counsel yields, 
Then o^er their backs they spread their solid shields 
With brass refulgent the broad surface sbin^d, 
And thick bull-hides the spat'/ious concave lin*d. 
Them Cbremius follows, Aretus succeeds, 
Each hopes the conquest of the lofty steeds; 
In vain, brave youths, with glorio.ub hopes ye buiB« 
In vain advance ! not &ted to return. . 

Unmov*d, Automedon attends the fight, 
Implores th* Eternal, and collects his might. 
Then turning to his friend, with dauntless mtnd: 
Oh keep the foaming coursers close behind ! * 
Full oik my shoulders let their nostrils blow. 
For hard the fight, determine is the foe ; 
'TIS Hector comes ; and when he seeks the prise, 
War knows no mean : he wins it. or he dies. 

Then through the field, he senas his voice aloiv). 
And calls th* Aiaces firom tiie warring crowd, 
With great Atndea Hither turn (he said,) 
Turn, where distress demands immediate sjd ; 
The dead, encircled by his friends, forego, 
And save the living from a fiercer foe. 



Unhelp*d we ftmd^ inequal to •og9» 

The force of Hector, and iEneas' rage; 

Yet mighty as they are, my force to prove 

U only mine : th' event belongs to J ove. 

..r!*.®.*P°^®» *"** ^^ ^^ sounding iavelin flune, 

Which pass'd the shield of Aretus tiie yoimg : 

ItDiercM his belt, emboss'd with curious art ; 

THib in the lower belly stuck the dart. 

As when a ponderous axe descending full, 

Cleawjs the broad forehead of some brawny bull ; 

Struck twixt the horns, he springs with many a Jwund 

1 heii,tumbhng,rolls enormous on the groimd: 
Thus feU the youth ; the air his soul received. 
And the spear trembled as his entrails beav'd. 

Now at Automedon the Trojan foe 
DischargM his lance : the meditated blow. 
Stooping, he shunn'd ; the jayelin idly fled» 
And his8*d innoxious o^er the heroes head ; 
Deep rooted in the ground, the forceful spear 
In long vibrations qient its fury there. 
With clashing felchions now the chie/s had elo^d. 
But each brave Ajax heard and interpos'd : 
Nor longer Hector with his Trojans stood. 
But left their slain companion ui his blood* 
His arms Automedon divests, and cries. 
Accept, Patroclus, this mean sacrifice. y 

Thus have I soothM my griefs, and thus have paid| 
Poor as it is, some offering to thv shade. 

So looks the lion o*er a manded boar, 
All grim with rage, and horrible with gore ; 
High on the chariot at one bound he sprung, 
And o*er his seat the bloody trophies hung. 

And now Minerva from the realms of air, 
Descends impetuous, and renews the war ; 
For, p]eas*d at length the Grecian arms to aid. 
The lord of Thunders sent the blue-eyM Maid. 
As when high Jove, denouncin|; future wo. 
O'er the dark clouds extends his puipla boir« 



(In sign of tempesli from tha nonMod wig, 
Or from tfie rage ol man, de«tniotlv» warS 
The drooping cattle dread thMmpendmg skiei^ 
And from his balf-tUlM field the labourer fliet, 
In such a form the Goddess round her dntW 
A livid cloud, and to the battle flew. 
Assumiii{^ Pbcenix* shape, on earth she fiJls, 
And in his well-knovni Toice to Sparta caUs: 
And lies AchiUeflf friend, belov*d by all, 
A prey to dogs beneath the Trojan wall? 
What shame to Greece for future times to tell. 
To thee,rhe greatest, in whose cause he fell ! 

Oh chief^ oh £ither ! (Atreus* son replies) • 
full of days ! by long exiierience wise ! 
What more desires my soui, tlian here unmoved, 
To guard the body of tlie man I lovM f 
Ah would Mhwrra send me strengtli to fear 
This wearied arm, and ward the storm of war! 
But Hector, like the rage of fire, we uread. 
And Jove^s own glories blaze around bis head. 

PleasM to be first of all the powers addrest, 
She breathes new vigour in her hem's breast, 
And fills with keen revenge, with fell despite 
Desire of blood; and rage, and lust of fight 
So bums the veageful hornet (soul all o*er) 
Repuls'd in vain, and thirsty stUl of gore ; 
fBold son of ur and heat) on angry wuig* 
UntamM, untur*d, he turns, attacks, and stinpi 
Fir*d with like aidour fierce Atrides flew. 
And sent his soul with every lance he threw. 

There stood a Trojan not unknown to feoMi 
EIetion*s son, and Fodes was his naifie ; 
With riches honoured, and with courage blest, 
Bv Hector lovM, his comrade, and his guest ; 
Through his broad belt the spear a passage fbun^ 
And ponderous as he fells, bis arms resound. 
Sudden at Hector's side Apollo stood. 
Like PhflBiwiM, Afftut* son, appeac'd tbi God; 
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{Amis Ibe omt, wfwhdd his vnMnj ttiffk 
ui fiiir Abydoi, by the rolling main.) 

Qfa prinee, (hs eried) oh foremost once in Imm! 
What Grecian now shall tremble at tl^ nssnef 
Dost tliou at length to Menelaiisjiekl,* 
A &ef once thought no terror of the field ; 
Yet fingly, now, the long diqwrted prise 
He bears victorious, whue our army flies. 
By the same aim iUustrious Podes bled ; 
The friend of Hector, unievengM, is dead ! 
This heard, o'er Hector spreads a cloud of wo^ 
Rag? lifts his lance, and nrives him on the foe. 

Hut noiSi th* Eternal shool^ his sable shiaki. 
That shaded Ide and aU the subject field, 
Beneath fits ample vefg?. A rolling chmd 
InvolvM the mount ; the thunder roared aload ; 
Th' affirighted hills fnm\ their foundation nod, 
And blaze beneath the lightnings of the Gk>d * 
At one regard of his aU^seeing eye. 
The vanquished triumph, and the victois flv. 

Then trembled Greece : the flight Peneleus led : 
For as the brave Bmotian turn'd his hewi 
To fiice the foe, Polydamas drsw near, 
And ma^d his shoulder with a sborten'd spear; 
B^ Hector wounded Letius quits the plain, 
Pieru'd through the wrist; and, raging with the pain, ' 
Grasps his once foimidable lance in vain. 

As Hector fidlowM, Idemen addrsst 
The flaming javdin to his manhr breast; 
The brittle point before his cora£rt yields; 
Exulting Tray with damour fills the fieldss 
High on his chariot as tlie Cretan stood, 
The son of Ftiam whhi'd the misaive waod- 
But, erring from its aim, th* impecuotts apaar 
Struck to file duet the squire and ehanofesar 
Of martJaiMerion : Conanus his nam 
Who left foir Lyvtus for the ficUb ofl 
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On ibot bold Merion fi>u(^ ; and iiQ«r» laid low. 
Had grac*d the triumphs of bis Trojan foe ; 
But the brave SQuire the ready coursers brought* 
And with his lire his master's safety bought 
Between his cheek and ear the weapon went. 
The teeth it shattered, and the tongue it rent. 
Prone from the seat pe tumt>les to the plain ; 
His dying hand forgets the foiling rein: 
This Merion reaches, bending firora the car, 
And urges to desert tlie hopeless war; 
idonieneus consents; the lash applies; 
And the swift chariot to the navy flies. 

Nor Ajax less tlie will of heaven descried, • 
And conquest shifting to the Trman siile, 
Tum*d by the hand of Jove. Then thus begun. 
To Atreus* seed, the godlike Telamon. 

Alas ! who sees not Jove*s almighty hand 
Transfers the glonr U) the Troian band ? 
Whether the weak or strong dischiurga the dart, 
He guides each arrow to a Grecian heart: 
Not so our spears : incessant though they lain. 
He suffers every lance to foil in vain. 
Deserted of the God, yet let us try 
What human strencth and prudence can supply; 
If jret this honour'd corse, in triumph borne, 
May glad the fleets that hope not our return, 
Who tremble yet, scarce rescued from tlieir fote% 
And still hear Hector thundering at their gpue% 
Some hero too most be despatched to bear 
The mournful message to relides* ear ; 
For sure he knows not, distant on the shore, 
His firiend, his lov*d Patrodus is no more. 
But such a chief I spy not through the host: 
The men, the steeds, the armies, all are lost 
In meral darkn es s l iwd of earth and air! 
Oh Rinc I oh Father ! hear my- humble prayert 
Dispel this cloud, the light of Heaven restorn | 
Give me to see, and Ajaa asks no move 
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If Greece must peruh, we thy will obey, 
But let us perish in tlie ieuce of day ! 

WMi tears tlie hero spoke, aiid at bis prayer 
The God relenting, clear'd the clouded air ; 
Fortli burst the sun with all-enlightening ray; 
The blaze of armour flash'd against the day^ 
Now, now, Atrides ! cast around thy sight, 
If yet Antilochus survives the fight. 
Let him to great Achilles* ear copvey 
The fyxal news Atrides bastes away. 

So turns the lion from the nightly fold, 
Though high in courage, and with hunger bold, 
Long gallM by herdsmen, and long vexM by hoimd% 
Stiff with ^tigue, and fretted sore with wounds ; 
The darts mr round him from a hundred hands, 
And the red terrors of the blazing brands: 
Till late, reluctant, at the dawn of day 
Sour he departs, and quits the untasted prey. 
So mov'd Atrides from his dangerous place 
With weary limbs, but with unwiUing pace ; 
The foe, lie feared, might yet Patroclus ^in, 
And much admonished, much adjured his train. 

Ob, guard ^se relics to your charge consigned, 
And b^r the merits of tlie dead in mind : 
How skUrd he was in each obligins art ; 
The mildest manners, and the geutfest heart: 
He was, alas ! but fate decreed his end ; 
In death a hero, as in life a firiend ; 

So parts the chief; from rank to rank he flew. 
And round on all sides sent his piercing view. 

8 the bold bird, endued with sharpest eye 
Of all that winz the mid aerial sky. 
The sacred ea^pe, from his walks above 
Looks down and sees tlie distant thicket move ; 
Then stoo]}S, and, sousing on the quivering hara. 
Snatches his life amid the clouds of air. 
Not with less quickness, his exerted si^t 
Pftsi'd this, and that way, thiough tlM ranki of liffAt 



Tin on the left the clikf be ioiag)it»lie found; 
Cheering his men, and spreadii^ deaths azound. 

To him the king. Beloved of Jove! draw aear 
For sadder tiding^ nevei totich*d thy ear, 
Thy ^es have witnes8*d, what a &tal turn ! 
How iUon tnurapbs, and tli* Achaians mourn 
This is not all : Patroclus* on the sliore, 
Now pale and dead, shall succour Greece no mora; 
Fly to the fleet, this instant fly, and teU 
The sad Achilles, how liis Iov*d one &11 : ] 

He too may haste the naked corpse to gain ; 
The arms are Hector's, who de^rail'd the sIbiil i 

The youthful warrior heard with silent vo, 
From his fair eyes the tears begpn to flow ; ^ 

Big with the mighty grief; he strove to sav :^ 

What sorrow dictates, but no wai4 found way, « 
To brave Laodoous his arms he fluiig, ^; 

Who near him wbeeling, drove his steeds along • .:^ 

Then ran, the mournful message to impart, .^ 

With tearful eyes, and with dejected heart f! 

Swift fled the youth : nor Menelaiis stands, 'f 

(Though sore distrest) to aid the PylisA bands; ^' 

But bids bold Thras^roede those troops sustain ; .^ 

Hmiseif returns to his Patroclus slain. v^ 

Gone is Antilochus (the hero said) 1?^ 

But hope not warriors, for Achilles* lud : jp 

Though fierce his rage, unbounded be his W0| 1 ^t 

Unarmed, he fights not with the Trojan foe. i .^ i 

*Tis 'm our hands alone our hopes remain, ^ 

Tis our own vigour must the dead regain ; (^^i 

And save ourselves, while with impetuous hal* 'J^c 

Troy pours along, and this wav rolls our fiOsi r^f 

*Tis well (said Ajax) be it then thy care, Pb 

*Vith Mer»n*s aid, the weighty corse to rear ; 
Myself and my bold brother will sustain 
The shock of Hector and his charging train : 
Nor fear we armies, fighting side by side ; 
What Trey can dare, we have already tried* ^ thi 

s, 
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Have tried it^and have stood. Thm heio wid. ' 

High from the ground the warxion heave the dead. 

A geoemi clamour ntes at the sight : 

Loud shout the Trojaos, and renew the fighl* 

Not fiercer rush along the gloomy wood. 

With rage insatiate, and with thirst of blood» 

Voracious liounds, that many a length beloia 

Their lurious hunters, drive the wounded boart 

But, if tlie savage turns his glaring eye. 

They hov^l aloof, and rouna the forest lly. 

Thus on retreating Greece the Trojans pour, 

Wave their thiclc fidchions, and their javelins show* 

But Aiax turning, to their fears they yield. 

All pale they tremble, and forsake the field. 

While thus aloft the heroes corse they bear, 
Behind jthem rages all the storm of war; 
Confusion, tumult, horror, o*er the throng 
Of men, steeds, chariots, uig'd the rout along : 
Uss fierce the winds with rising flames conspira^ 
To whelm some city under waves of fire ; 
How sink in gloomy clouds the proud abodes; 
Kow crack the blazing temples of the Gods; 
The rumbling torrent through the ruin rolls. 
And sheets of smoke mount heavy to the poles; 
llie heroes sweat beneatli their honour'd load: 
As when two mules along the nigged road, 
From the steep mountain with exerted strength 
(ng some vast beam, or mast*s unwieldy length; 
R they groan, big drops of sweat distil, 
V enormous timber lumbering down the hill: 
ithese — Behind, the bulk of Ajax stands, 
ki breaks the torrent of the rushing bands. 
us when a river swelled with sudden rains 
eads his broad waters o*er the level plains, 
Be interposing hiU the stream divides, 
d breaks its rorce, and turns the winding t 
I close they follow, close the rear engage ; 
feis stoims, and Ueciur foams with rags: 
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Whn§ Greece a hea^y, thick retreat maintaiitt, 
Wedg*d in one body, like a flight of cranes. 
That shriek incessant while the falcon, hung 
High on poitM pinions, threate their callow youn^ 
So from the Trojan chiefs the Grecians fly, 
Such the wild terror, and the mingled cry; 
Within, without the trench, and aU fhe way, 
9lruw*d in bright heaps, their arms and armour Icy) 
Such horror Jove imprest ! yet still proceeds 
the work of death, and stiU the battle bUseda 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

nU Qri^ of Achillu, »nd new Armour madt htm fty Fuieam. 

nie Mwi of the death of Fatroclus if broag^ht U Achillei bv 
Aotilochiis. Thetis, heariog bis lamentations, comes with aft 
her sea-nymphs to comfort him- The speeches of the mo* 
tfaer and son on this occasion. Iris appears to Achilles br the 
eommaad of Jmio, and orders him to show himself at the head 
of the intrenebmeots. The siffhtof him tnms the fortnneof 
the iar, and the body of Patroclus is borne off by the Oreeio. 
The Trojans call a council, where Hector and Polydamai 
duas^ee in their opinions : but the advice of the former pre> 
rmib, to remain encamped in the field. The |;rief of Achil- 
les orer the body of Patroclus. 

rhetiflgoes to the palace of Vulcan to obtain new arms for hitt 
•on. The description of the wonderful works of Vnleaa 
and lastly, that noble one of the shield of Achilles. 

The latter part of the nine-and-tweotieth day, and the tufht 
eiumog, take op this book. The scene is at Achilles* tent, 
em the seashpre, whence it chang^es to the palace of Tuleuu 



Thui like the ragp of fire the combat bums ; 
And now it rises, now it sinks, by turns. 
Meanwhile, where Hellespont's broad waters floM 
Stood Nestor's son, the n)essenger of wo: 
There sat Achilles, shaded by his sails, 
On hoisted yards extended to the gales; 
Pensive he sat ; for all that Fate desi^'d 
Rose in sad prospect to his boding romd. 
Thus to his soul he said: Ah! what constrains 
The Greeks, late victors, now to ouit the plamsf 
Is this the day, wh'*ch Heaven so long ago 
Odidn^d, to sink me with tb^ weight of wo? 
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• So Thetb warned) when bj a Trojan hand 
the bravegt of tba M jnnidoiiiaa baad - 
Should lose th»li^ } PulfittM in that decrea; 
r'all^n is the warrior, and Patioclus he ! 
n vain I cbaq^d him toon to quit the plain, 
ind wara*d to shun Heciarean force in vain ! 

Thus while lie thioksy Autilochijs appears, 
ind tells tde melancholy tale with tears. 
ftuA tidings, son of Peleus ! thou mujt hear ; 
And wretched I, th* unwilling messen^vr ! 
Dead is Patroclus ! For his corse they fight. 
His naked corse ; his arms are Hector^s ri^t 

A sudden horror shot through all the cbie^ 
And wrapt his senses in the cloud of grief; 
Cast on the ground, with furious hands he apnad 
The scorching ashes o*er his graceful head ; 
His purple garments, and his golden hairs, 
Those he deforms with dust, and these be teait: 
On the hard soil his groaning breast he threw. 
And roll*d, and grovetl*d, as to earth he gww 
The virgin captives, with disordered cbanns, 
(Won by his own, or by Patroclus* arms) 
EushM firom the tents with cries ; and gjithering 
Beat their white breasts, and fiiinted on the grouud: 
While Nestor^s son sustains a> manlier part, 
And mourns the warrior with a warrior^s heart; 
Hangs on his arms, amidst his frantic wo, 
And oft prevents the meditated blow. 

Far in the deep abysses of the main. 
With hoary Nereos, and the watery tram. 
The Mother Goddess from her chrvstal throne 
Heard his loud cries, and answei'd groan fiw ginf 
• The circling Nereids with their mistress weep^ 
And all the sea-green sisters of the deep. 
Thalia, 61auce,reveiy watery name) 
, £«esflea mild, ana silver Spio came : 
Cyroothoe and Cynuxloce were nidi. 
And the Uue languish of nft Ab^sayai 
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Their locks/Actaea and lAnmoria raar, 
Tl;en Proto, Doris, Panope appear* 
T^Kia, Pbenua, Doto, Melita; 
Agave gentle, and Ampbithoo gay: 
Next Callianira, Callianassa show 
Their sister looks ; Dexamene tlie slow, 
And swift Dynaniene, now cut the tides x 
Isera now the verdant wave divides: 
Nemeites with Apseudes lifts the head. 
Bright Galatea quits her pearly bed ; 
These Orythia, Clymenc, attend, 
Maera, Amphinome, the train extend. 
And black Janira, and Jauassa fair, 
And Amatheia with her amber hair. 
AU these, and all that deep hi ocean held 
Their sacred seats, the glimmering grotto fillM; 
Each beat her ivory breast with silent wo. 
Till Thetis* sorrows thus be^ to flow : 

Hear me, and judge, ye sisters of the main ! 
Hcw^ just a cause has Thetis to complain ! 
How wretched, were I roonul, were my ikte ! 
How more than wretched in th* immortal state ! 
Sprung from my bed a godlike liero came, 
The bravest far that ever bore the name ; 
Like some fair oUve, by my careful hand 
He apew, he flourish^, and adom*d the land : 
To Troy I sent him ; but the Fates ordam 
He never, never must return again. 
So short a space the lidit of heaven to view. 
So short, alas ! and filf d with anguish too. 
Hear how his sorrows echo through the shore ! 
I cannot ease them, but I must deplore ; 
I go at least to bear a tender part. 
And mourn my bvM-one with a mother's heart ^ 

She said, and left the caverns of the main, 
AU bftth*d in tears ; the melancholy tram 
Attend her way. ^ide^pening part the tideib 
While the long pomp tba nbnt wave divides. 
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now, they touched Che Trojan land ; 

two, ascended up tlie strand. 
1 Mother, standing close beside 
1 offspring, to his sighs replied ; 
ist their mingled clamours ran, 

silver-footed dame began : 

hs my son ? thy late preferred requeit 

granted, and the Greeks distrest: 

my son f thy anguish let me shara • 
Luse, and trust a parentis care. 

froaning — To this cureless grief 
hunderef s favour brings relief - 
h ! — say, Goddess, can 1 boast 
3W I revenge itself is lost ; 
'M of all my martial train, 
lind, beyond myself^ is slain 
e arms the Gods themselves bestow'd 
iector bears the glorious load. 
Lt day, when all ttie Powers above 
submitted to a mortal love: 
u still, a sister of the main, 
Dleasuresof the watery reign; 
Peleus, less ambitious, ted 
uty to his equal bed ! 
ruit of thy unhappy womb 
uch sorrows pa^ and woes to comflb 
s ! tliat wretched offspring slam, 
ew sorrows shall create again, 
te th* alternate now to give ; 
id, Achilles hates to lite, 
ge it on proud Hector's heart, 
}irit smoke upon my dart ; 
litions will I hmatlie : till then, 
Ik among the race of men. 
tears, at this, the Goddess shed, 
e thee dying, see thee dead ! 
r falls, thou diest.— Let Hector diti, 
111 ! (AcbiHae made leply) 
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Far lies Fkitroelut from bis natire plain ! 

He fell, and fallingf wisliM my aid in vain. 

Ah tben, since from this miserable day, 

1 cast all hope of my return away, 

Since unreveng^d, a hundred ehosts demand 

The &te of Hector fifom Achilles* hand ; 

Since here, for brutal couragie far renownM, 

I live an idle burden to the ground, 

(Others in council famM for nobler skill. 

More useful to preserve, than 1 to kill) 

Let me — But on ! ye gracious Powers above! 

Wrath and revepge from men and Gods nmofmt 

Far, &r too dear to every mortal breast. 

Sweet to the soul, as honey to the taste ; 

Gathering like vapours of a noxious kind 

From fiery blood, and darkening all the mind. 

Me Agamemnon urgM to deadly hate; 

*Tis pastel quell it; I resign to late. 

Yes— 1 will meet the murderer of my friend; 

Or (if the Gods ordain it) meet my end. 

The stroke of fate the bravest canuot shun ; 

The great Akides, Jove*s unequalled son. 

To Juno's hate at length resign^ his breath, 

Aod sunk the victim of all-conquering death. 

So shall Achilles foil; stretched pale and drad, 

No more the Grecian hope, or Trojan dread ! 

Let me, this instant, rush into the fields, 

And reap what g^ory life's short harvest yieldsu 

Shall I not force some widow'd dame to tear 

With frantic han^f her long dishevell'd hair? 

Shall I not force her breast to heave with nghiy 

And the soft tears to trickle from her eyes f 

Yes, 1 shall eive the feji those mournful charms— 

In vun you hold me — Hence ! my arms, my aimil 

Soon shall the sanguine torrent spread so wide, 

That all shall know, Achilles swells the tida 

Mv son (Cerulean Thetis made reply, 
To ttte submitting with a seciet sigh) 



19t: TBB ILUIH BOOK Wn^ 

TKe host to niocour, and thy iHends to m^ 
I> worthy thee ; the duty of the brave, 
But canst thou, naked, issue to the plains f 
Thy radiant arms the Trojan foe detains. 
Insulting Hector bears the spoils on high, 
But vainly glories, for his fate is nigh. 
Tet, yet awhile, thy generous ardour stay ; 
Assur'd, 1 meet thee at the dawn of day, 
Charg'd with refulgent arms, (a glorious load) 
Vulcanian arms, the labour of a God. 

Then turning to the daughters of the main, 
The Goddess thus dismissed her azure train : 

Ye sister Nereids ! to yoiur deeps descend ; 
Haste, and our father's sacred seat attend ; 
I CO to find the architect divine, 
Where vast Olympus' starry summits shine 
So tell our hoary sire — This charge she gave : 
The sea-green sisters plunge beneath the wave : 
Thetis once more ascends the blest abodes, 
And treads the brazen threshold of the Gods. 

And now the Greeks, fiom furious Hector's fiwM 
Urge to broad Hellespont their headlong course: 
Nor yet their chiefs Patroclus' body bore 
Safe through the tempest to the tented shore. 
The horse, the foot, with equal fury k>in'd, 
Pour'd on the rear, and thunder'd close behind; 
And like a flame through fields of ripen'd com, 
The rage of Hector o'er the ranks was borne. 
Thrice the slain hero by the foot he drew ; 
Thrice to the skies the Tnnan clamoun ftew : 
As oft th' AJaces his assault sustain ; ^ 
But check'a, he turns : repuls'd, attacks again. 
With fiercer shouts, his lingering troops he fire% 
Nor yields a step, nor from his post retires; 
So watchful shepherds strive to force, in vain. 
The hungry lion from a carcass slain. 
Ev*n yet Patroclus had he borne away. 
And all the gjlories nf tb' extended days 
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Had not h]^ Juno» from the realms of aii^ 
Secret, despatchM her trusty raessengier. 
The various Goddess of the showeir bow* 
Shot in a whirlwind to the shore below ; 
To great Achilles at his ships she came, 
Andthus began the many-colour'd dame: 

lUse, son of Peleus .* rise divinely brave ! 
Assist the combat, and Patroclus save : 
For him the slaughter to the fleet they spread* 
A.nd fidls by mutual wounds around the dead. 
To drag him back to Troy the foe contends: 
Nor wiui his death the rage of Hector ends: 
A prey to dogs he dooms the corse to lie, 
And marks the place to fix his head on high. 
Rise, and prevent (if yet you think of fame) 
Thy firiena*s disgrace, thy own eternal shame ! 

Who sends thee Goddess ! from th' ethereal skies/ 
Achilles thus. And Iris thus replies : 
1 come, Pelides! from the Queen of Jove, 
Th* immortal Empress of the realms above ; 
Unknown to him who sits remote on high, 
Unknown to all the synod of the sky. 
Thou com*8t in vain, he cries (with fury warmM) 
Arms I have none, and can I fight unaxmM ? 
Unwilling as I am, of force I stay, 
Till TheUs bring me It the dawn of day 
Vulcanian amis : what other can I wield ? 
Elxcept the mighty Telamonian shield f 
That, in my friend^s defence, has Aiaz spread. 
While his strong lance around him heaps the deadt 
The gallant chief ^fends Menoetius* son. 
And does, what his Achilles should have dona. 

TInr want of anns (said Iris^ well we know* 
But though unarm*d, yet clad m terrors, go ! 
Let but Acliilles o*er yon trench appear ; 
Proud Troy sliall tremble, and consent to fear: 
Greece from one glaiK^e of that tremendous eya« 
ShaU take new couiaca and disdain to fly. 
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She spoke, and past in air. The hero lose ; 
Her aegis Pallas o>r his shoulder throws ; 
Around his brow a golden cloud she spread: 
A stream of glory &an*d above his head. 
As when finom some beleaguered town arise 
The smokes, higli-curling to the shaded skies 
(Seen iiom some island, o^erthe main a&r, 
When men distress^ hang out the sign of war ;) 
Soon as the sun in ocean hides his rays, 
Thick on the hills the flamuig beacons blase ; 
With long-projected beams the seas are bright, . 
And Heaven*8 high arch reflects the ruddy light: 
So from Achilles' head the splendours rise, 
Reflecting blase on blaze against the skies. 
Forth march'd the chief, and distant from the cRNrd» 
High on the rampart raised his voice aloud; 
Wfth her own shout Mmerva swells the sound; 
Troy starts astonished, and the shores rebound. 
As the loud trumpet's brazen mouth from fiir 
With shrilline clangour sounds th* alarm of war, 
Struck from we walls, the echoes float on high. 
And the round bulwarks and thick towers reply ; 
So high his brazen voice the hero rearM : 
Hosts droppM their arms, and trembled as they heasdi 
And back the chariots roll, and coursers bound. 
And steeds and men lie min|^ on the ground. 
Aghast thev see the livid lightnings play. 
And turn their eye-balls from the flaishing ray. 
Thnce from the trench his dreadful vowe he raia'd ; 
And thrice they fled, confounded and amas'd. 
Twelve m the tumult wedg'd, untimely nish*d 
On their own spears, by their own chariots crosh*d 
While shielded firom the darts, the Greeks obtaio 
The long-contended carcass of the slain. 

A lofty bier the breathless warrior bears: 
Around, his sad companions melt in teats. 
But chief Achilles, bending down his head, 
Faurs unavailing sorrows o*er the dead. 
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yMmm late iriumphanc whb his itMdi and car^ 

He sent refulgent to the Aeld oi war ; 

(Unhappy change h now senseless, pnle, he found, 

StreichM forth, ann gashM with many a gapifig woiauL 

Meantime unwearied with bis heavenly wayt 
In ocean's waves th' unwillii^ light of day 
Quench*d his red orb, at Juno^s high command^ 
And from their labours eas*d th* Achaian band. 
The frighted Trojans (panting from the war,. 
Their steeds unhamesrd from tlie weary car) 
A sudden council callM : each chief amieai'd 
In haste, and standing ; for to sit thinr foar'd. 
*Twas now no season for prolonc'd debate ; 
They saw Achilles, and in him their &te. 
Silent they stood : PoWdamas at last, 
SkilTd to discern the future by the past. 
The son of Panthus thus expres8*d his fears; 
(The friend of Hector, and of etjual years: 
The self-same night to both a being giave, 
One wise in council, one in action brave :) 

In free debate, my friends, your sentence qieak; 
For me, I move, before the momini; break. 
To raise our camp : too dangerous here our post* 
Far fiora Troy's wstUs, and on a naked coast, 
I deem'd not Greece so dreadful, while engai^d 
In mutual feuds, her king and hero rag'd ; 
Then, while we hop'd our armies might prevail 
We bcddly camp'd beside a thousand sau. 
I dread Pelides now ; his rag^ of mind 
Not long continues to the shores confin'd. 
Nor to Uie fields, where tong in equal fiay 
Contending nations won and lost the day ; 
For Troy, lor Troy, shall henceforth be the strife, 
And the hard contest not for feme, but life. 
Haste then to Ilion, while the fiivouring niriit 
Detains (hose terrors, keeps that arm from fight ; 
If but the morrow's sun behold us hero, 
That arm, those tenors, we shall feel, nor fear ; 
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And Iwtm that now disdan^ ihaU leap with joj 
If HeaTen peraut ttem then to eatei Troy. . 
Let not my fiital prapbecy be true. 
Nor what 1 tiemme but to thmk, ensue. 
Whatever be our fiue,yet kt us try 
What force of thought and reason can supply; 
Let us on counsel Sot our guard depend ; 
The town, her gates and bulwarks shall deftnd. 
When morning dawns, our well-appointed powec% 
ArrayM in arms, shall line the lofty lowers. 
Let the fierce hero then, when ftuy calls. 
Vent his mad vengeance on our rocky walls, 
Or fetch a thousand circles round the plain. 
Till his qpent coursers seek the fleet again: 
So may his raae be tir'd, and labour*d down ; 
And dogs shall tear him ere he sack the town. 

Return? (said Hector fir*d with stem disdain) 
What ! coop whole armfes in our walls again? 



For brass exhaustless, and lor mines of ffiid : 
But while ingk>rious in her walls we staid* 
Sunk were her treasures, and her stores decay*d 
The Phryeians now her scattered ^ils enjoyv 
And proud Maeonia wastes the firuits of Traj. 
Great Jove at length n^ arms toconouest cmQm, 
And shuts the Grecians in their wooden wallas 
Dai*st thou inspirit whom the Gods incites 
Flies any Trojan f I shalLstop his fligbt. 
To better counsel then attention lend ; 
Take due refiteshment, and the waich attend. 
If there be one whose siches cost him care» 
Forth let him bring them for the troops to i ' 
*Tis belter generously bestow*d on tlMMe, 
Than left the plunder of our countiys foea^ 
Soon as the mom the purple cwient warmia 
F jeice on yon navy will we pour our aims. 
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If great Acbiiles rise in all his inkht, 
His be the danger: 1 shall stand me fi|;ht 
Honour, ye Gods ! or let roe gain, ox give! 
And live be glorious, whosoever shaU live ! 
Mars is our common lord, alike to all : 
And oft the victor triumphs, but to falL 

The shouting host in loud aj^plauses join*d: 
So Pallas robbM the many of their mhid ; 
To their own sense condemn*d, and left to chooM 
The worst advice, the better to refuse. 

While the long night extends her sable reipi, 
Around Patroclus mourpM the Grecian tmin. 
Stem in superior grief Pelides stood ; 
Those slauditering arms so us*d to bathe in blood 
Now clasp*d his clay-cold limbs : then gushing start 
The tears, and sijghs burst ftom his swelling heart. 
The lion thus, with dreadful anguish stung. 
Roars through the desert, and demands his young ; 
When the grim savage, to his rifled den 
Too ]fLto retummg, snuffs the track of men. 
And o*er the vales and o*er the forest bounas ; 
His clamorous grief the bellowing wood reaoundt. 
So grieves Achilles ; and impetuous vents 
To all his Mynnidons, his loud laments: 

in what vain promise, Gods ! did I engage, 
When, to console Mercetius* feeble age, 
I vow*d his much'lov'd offspring to restore, 
Chaig'd with rich spoils, to fair Opuntia*s shore f 
But mighty Jove cuts short, with just disdain. 
The long, long views of poor designing man ! 
One fate the warrior ancf tiie friend stud! strike, 
And Troy*s black sands must drink our blood aliktc 
Me too, a wretched mother shall deplore, 
An agpd father never see me more I 
Tet, my Patroclus I yet a space I stay, • 

Than swift pur«ae thee on the darksome way. 
Ere thy dear relics in the crave are laid, 
ShaU lieetor*8 head be olfer'd to thy shade; 
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That, with his arms, shall hang befim thy shrine ; 

And twelve, the noblest of the Trojan line, 

Sacred to venseance, by this hand expire ; 

Their lives e£fu8*d around thy flaming pyre. 

Thus let me lie till then .' thus, closely prest, 

Bathe thy cold face, and sob upon thy breast ! 

While Troian captives here tliy mourners stay. 

Weep all the night, and murmur all the day 

Spoib of my armfl^ and thine ; when, wasting wide. 

Our swords kept time, and conquer'd side by side 

He spoke, and bid Uie sad attendants round 

Cleanse the pale corse, and wash each honour*d wound 

A massy caldron of stupendous frame 

Thf y brought, and placM it .o*er the rising flame : 

Then heap the lighted wood ; the flame divides 

Beneath tne vase, and climbs around the sides: 

In its wide womb they pour the rudiing stream ; 

The boiling water bubbles to the brim. 

The body then they bathe with pious toil, 

£mbalm*d the wounds, anoint the limbs with oil« \ 

High on a bed of state extended laid. 

And decent covered with a linen shade ; 

Last o*er the dead the milk-white veil they threw ; 

That done, their sorrows, and their sighs renew. ^ 

Meanwhile to Juno, in the realms above, 
(His wife and sister) spoke almighty Jove. 
At last thy will prevails : great Peleus'son 
Rises in arms: such ^race thy Greeks have won. 
Say (for I know not) is their race divine. 
And thou the mother of that martial line ? 

What words are these rth' imjierial dame replies 
While an^r flashed from ner majestic eyes) 
Succour like this a mortal arm might lend. 
And such'Suocess mere human wit attend : 
And Aall not 1, the second Power above, 
Heaven's Queen, and consort of the thunderii^ Jove; 
Say, shall not I, one nation's fete command. 
Not wreak my vengeance on one guilty land? 
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So they. Meanwhile the 8ilver-&x>t« d dame 
Reacb*d the Vulcanian dome, eternal fiaine ! 
Hi£h«eminent amid the work divine, 
Where Heaven*a fiir-beaining brazen mansions shines 
There the lame architect the Goddess found. 
Obscure in smoke, his forges flamine round, 
While bathM in sweat from fire to nre he flew ; 
And pufling loud, the roaring bellows blew. 
That day no common task his labour claimM ; 
Fuvl twenty tripods for his hall he fi-am*d, 
That plar.*d on living wheels of massy gold 
(Wondrous to tell) instinct wit'a spirit roll'd 
From place to place, around tlie blest abodes, 
Self-mov*d, obedient to the beck of Gods: 
For their iair handles now, o^erwrouelit with flowers* 
In moulds preparM, the glowing ore he pours. 
Just as responsive to his thought the frame 
Stood prompt to move, the azure Goddess came : 
Charis, his spouse, a grace divinely fair, 
(With purple fillets round her braided hair) 
Observ*d her entering ! her soft hand she pressed. 
And smiling, thus the watery Queen addressed : 

What, Goddess ! this unui^ual favour draws ? 
All bail, and welcome ! whatsoe'er the cause: 
Till now a stranger, in a happy hour 
Approach, and taste the dainues of the bower. 

High on a throne, with stars of silver grac*dt 
And various artifice, the Queen she placed 
A footstool at her feet ; then calling, said, 
Vnlcan, draw near ; *tis Thetis asks your aid. 
Thetis (replied the God) our powers may cUum^ 
An ever-dear, an ever-bonour'd name ! 
When my proud mother hurPd me firom she sky, 
OVIy awkward form, it seems, dispIeasM her 9v) 
She, and Eurynome, my griefs redrest. 
And soft received me on their silver breast 
E*en then, these acts employed my infont thought : 
Chains^ bracelecs, pendants, all their toys I wroiighk. 
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Nine yean kept aeciet in the dark abode, 
Secure I lay, concealM from man and God : 
Deep in a cavemM rock my days were led ; 
The ruibing ocean murmur*d o*er my head. 
Now since her presence glads our roansioD, njr« 
For such desert what service can 1 pay? 
Vouchsafe, O Thetis! at our board to share 
The genial lites, and hospitable fare ; 
Whil4 1 the labours of the foige forego. 
And bid the roaring bellows cease to blow. 

Tlien firom his anvil tlie lame artist rose \ 
Wide with distorted legs oblique he eoes, 
And stills the bellows, and (in order laid) 
Locks in their chests his instruments of trade. 
Then with a sponge the sooty workipan drest 
His brawny arms imbrown^d, and hairy breast 
Witii his huge sceptre grac*d, and red attke, 
Came haltinc forth the Sovereign of the fire: 
The monarches. steps two female forms uphold. 
That mov*d, and breathM, in animated gold ; 
To whom was vok^e, and sense, and science giv— 
Of works divine (such wonders are in heaven !) 
On these supported, with unequal gait. 
He reachM the throne where pensive Thetis sata ; 
There plac*d beside her on the shining firanie. 
He thus address^ the mlver-footed dame: 

Thee, welcome Goddess ! what occasion calU 
(^ long a stranger) to these honoured walls? 
Tis thine, feir Thetis, the command to lay, 
And Vulcan*s joy and duty to obey. 

To whom the moumfid mother thus replies, 
(The crystal drops stood trembling in her eye^ 
Ob, Vulcan ! say, was ever breast divine 
So pieic*d with sorrows, so o*|rwhelm*d as minif 
Of all the Goddesses, did Jove prepare 
For Thetis only such a weight of care ! 
I, only I, of all the watery race, 
Bv fiuce subjected to a man's embaM 
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Who, sinking now with age and sorrow, payi 
The mighty fine imposed on length of days. 
Sprung from my bed, a godlike hero came, 
The bravest sure that ever bore the name; 
Like some &ir plant beneatk my careful hand 
He grew, he flourisliM, and he grac'd the laud< 
To Troy 1 sent him ! but his native shore 
Never, ah never, shall receive him more 
(E*en while he lives, he wastes with secret wo) 
Nor I, a Goddess, can retard the blow ! 
Robb*d of the prize, the Grecian suffrage gave, 
The king of nations forc*d his royal slave: 
For this he griev*d ; and, till the Greeks oppreit 
RequirM his arm, he sorrow*d unredreet. 
Laq^ gifts they promise, and their elders send ; 
In vain — he arms not, but permits his friend 
His arms, his steeds, his forces, to employ ; 
He marches, combats, almost conquers Troy. 
Then slain by Phoebus (Hector had the name) 
At once resigns his annour, life, and fitme, 
But thou, in pity, by my prayer be won ; 
Grace with immortal arms this short-Iiv*d son, 
And to the field m martial pomp restore, 
To shine with glory till he shines no more ! 

To her the Artist-god : Thy grie& resign. 
Secure, what Vulcan can, is ever thine. 
O could [ hide him from the Fates as well, 
Or with these hands the cruel stroke repel. 
As I shall forge most envied arms, the gaze 
Of wondering ages, and the world*s amaase ! 

Thus having said, the Fattier of the fires 
To the black labours of his forge retires. 
Soon as he bade them blow, the bellows tumM 
Their iron mouths : and where the furnace bara*4i^ 
Resounding breath'd :«at once the blast expires, 
And twenty fbiges catch at once the fires: , 
Just as the God directs, now loud, now low. 
They raise a tempest, or they gently bbw. 
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Tn iiissiiig flames huge silver bars are roU*d. 

And stubborn brass, and tin, and solid gold: 

Before, deep fix*d, th* eternal anvils stand ; 

The ponderous hammer loads his better hand. 

His left with tongs turns the vex*d metal round. 

And thick, strong strokes, the doubling vaults inbound. 

Then first he form'd th' immense and solid shield ; 
Rich, various artifice emblazM the field ; 
Its utmost verge a three-fold circle bound ; 
A silver chain suspends the massy round; 
Five ample plates the broad expanse compoM 
And godlike labours on the surface rose. 
There shone the image of the master-mind : 
There earth, there heaven, there ocean, he designM; 
Th* unwearied sun, the moon completely round ; 
The starry lights that heaven^s high convex crown*d ; 
The Pleiads, Hyads, with tlie northern team ; 
And ereat Orion's more refulgent beam ; 
To wnich, around the axle of the sky, 
The Bear revolving points his golden eye, 
Still shines exalted on th' ethereal plain, 
Nor bathes his blazing forehead in the mailL 

Two cities radiant on the shield appear, 
The image one of peace, and one of war. 
Here sacred pomp and genial feast delight. 
And solemn dance, and Hymeneal rite ; 
Along the street the newr-made brides are led. 
With torches flaming, to the nupual bed : 
The youthful dancers in a circle bound 
To the soft flute, and cittern's silver sound : 
Through the f^ye streets, the matrons in a row 
Stand m their porches, and enjoy the show. 

There in the forum swarm a numerous train, 
The subject of debate a townsman slain : 
One pleads the fine discharged, wjiich one denied, 
And bade the public and the laws decide : 
The witness is produced on either hand * 
For this, or that, the partial people stand • 
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Th* appointed heralds itill the noisy bands, 
And iomi a ring, with acepties in their hands; 
On seats of stone within the sacied place. 
The reverend elders nodded o*er the case ; 
Alternate each th^ attesting sceptre took, 
And, rising solemn, each his sentence spoke. 
Two golden talents lay amidst, in sight. 
The prize of him who best adjudgM the ri|^t« 

Another part (a prospect differing far) 
GlowM with refulgent arms and horrid war. 
Two m^ty hosts a leaguerM town embrace. 
And one would pillage, one would burn the plaoo> 
Meantime the townsmen, arm'd with silent care, 
A secret ambush on the foe prepare : 
Their wives, their children, and the watchful band 
Of trembling parents, on the turrets stand. 
They march ; by Pallas and b^ Mars made bold : 
Gold were the Gods, their radiant garments geld. 
And gold their armour: these the squadron led, 
August, divine, superior by the head ! 
A ^ace for ambush fit, they found, and stood 
Covered with shields, beside a silver flood. 
Two spies at distance lurk, and watchful seem 
If sheep or oxen seek the winding stream. 
Soon the white flocks proceeded o*er the plains. 
And steers slow moving, and two shepherd swainsi 
Behind them, piping on their reeds, they go. 
Nor &ar an ambush, nor suspect a foe. 
In aims the glittering squadron rising round. 
Rush sudden ; hills of slaughter heap the ground; 
Virhole flocks and herds lie bleeding on the plains, 
And, all amidst them, dead, the shepherd swains! 
The bellowing oxen the besiegers hear; 
They rise, take horse, approach, and meet the war ; 
Th^ fight, thev fall, beside the silver flood ; 
The' waving silver seAn*d to blush, with blood. 
There tumult, there contention, stood contest ; 
One rear'd a dagger at a captive's breast, 
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One held ft Imog fee, that fieaUj bled 
With new-made wounds; anotMr dngg*d a dead; 
Now here, now therei the caicasses thejr tore : 
Fate ttalkM amidst them, grim with human gpnt 
And the whole war came out, and met the eye ; 
And each bold figure seemM to live, or die. 

A field deep fiirrowM, next the God deagn'd, 
The third time labour'd by the sweating hind; 
The shining shares fiill many ploughmen guide 
And turn their crooked yokes on every si^ 
Still as at either end they wheel around. 
The master meets them with bis goblet crowned ; 
The heartv draught rewards, renews their toil. 
Then back the turning plough-shares cleave the scnii 
Behind, the risii^ eardi, in ridges, roU'd ; 
And sable looked, though fonnM of molten gold. 

Another fidd rose h^ with waving grain ; 
With bended sickles stand the reaper-train : 
Here stretchM in ranks the levellM swarths are found, 
Sheaves heapM on sheaves here thicken up the ground. 
With sweepmg stroke the mowers strow the lands; 
The satherers follow, and collect in bands ; 
And mst the children, in whose arms are borne 
(Too short to gripe them^ the brown sheaves of com. 
The rustic monareh of tne field descries. 
With silent glee the heaps around him rise. 
A readv banquet on the turf is laid. 
Beneath an ample oak*s expanded shade. 
The victim ox, the sturdy youth prepare ; 
The reaper's due repast, the women*8 care. 

Next, ripe in yellow gold, a vineyard shines, 
Bent with the ponderous harvest of its vines ; 
A deeper dye tne dangling clusten show. 
And, curi*d on silver ^rops, in order glow : 
A darker metal mixt, intrenched the place ; 
And (Mies of glittering thi th^ enclosure grace. 
To this, one path-way gently winding leads, 
Where rearch a train with fiaskets on their head% 
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(i* air miuds ai^ blooming youths) that smOIng bcw 
The purple product of tb* autumnal year. ' 
To these a youth awakes the warbling stringi, 
V\'hose tender lay the fate of Linus sings; 
In measurM dance behind him move tlie trafaii 
Tune soft the voice, and answer to the strain. 

Here, herds of oxeo march, erect and bold, 
Rear high their horns, and seem to low in gold, 
And spMd to meadows, on whose sounding shores 
A rapid torrent tlirough the rushes roars; 
Pour golden herdsmen as their guardians stand, 
And nine sour dogs complete tte rustic band 
Two lions rushing from the wood appearM ; 
And seizM a bull, the master o^ the herd : 
He roar'd : in vain the dogs, the men withstood; 
They tore his flesh, and drank the sable blood. 
The does (oft cheer'd in vain) desert the prey. 
Dread the grim terrors, and at distance bay. 

Next this, the eye the art of Vulcan leads 
Deep through fair forests, and a length of meads; 
And stalls, and folds, and scatterM cots between; 
And fleecv flocks that whiten all the scene. 

A figured dance succeeds: such once was seen 
In lofty Gnossus; for the Cretan aueen, 
FormM by Dsedalean art: a comely band 
Of youths and maidens, bounding hand in band. 
T)ie maids in soft cymars of linen dfest; 
The youths all graceful in the glossy vest: 
Of tliose the locks with flowery wieathi inro]l*d ; 
Of these the sides adomM with swords of cold. 
That glittejing gav, from silver belts depenoL 
Nowi all at once they rise, at once descend . 
Witli well taught feet ; now shape, in oblique wayt^ 
Confus*dly regular, the moving maze : 
Now forth at once, too swift for sijght they ^ring, 
And uudistinguish'd blend the flying ring: 
So whirls a vmeel, In oddy circle tust, 
And rapid as it runs, Uie single spokes are lost. 
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The gMting multitudes admire around : 
Two active tumblers in the centre bound ; 
Kow high, now low, their pliant limbs they bend: 
And general songs the sprightly revel end. 

Thus the broad shield complete, the artist crown*d 
With his last baud, and pourM the ocean round: 
In living silver seemM the waves to roll, 
And beat the buckler's verge, and bound the whole 

Thi^ done, whatever a warrior's use requires, 
He forgM ; the cuirass that outshines the fires, 
The greaves of ductile tin, the helm imprest 
With various sculpture, and the golden crest. 
At Thetis' feet the finbh'd labour lay ; 
She, as a fiilcon, cuts the'aerial way. 
Swift from Olympus* snowy summit flies, 
And bean the blazing present through the Aien 
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THE ARGUMENT. 
TU JUeonctKafton of JjekilUt and Jgatn^mium 

Thetis bring* to her lon.tbe armour made by Vulcan. Am 
preienrei die body of nit friend from corruption, and cora- 
maodi bim to aiMmble the army, to declare bis resentment 
at an end. Agamemnon and Achilles are solemnly recflO' 
ciled ; the speeches, presents, and ceremonies, on that occ*- 
sioo. Achilles is with great difficulty persuaded to refrain 
from the battle till the trooos have refreshed themselves, by 
the advice of Ulysses. The presents are conveyed to the 
tent of Achilles; vrbere Briseis laments over the body of 
Fatroclus. The hero obstinately refuses all repast, and gives 
hisHMlf op to lamentations for his friend. Minerva descends 
to strengthen him, by the order of Juoiter. He arms for the 
fight: his appearance described. He addresses himself to 
bis horses, and reproaches them with the death of Patroclos 
One of them is miraculously endued with voice, and inspired 
lo prophesy his fate ; but the hero, not astonished M that 
prodigy rushes with fury to the combat. 4 

rfae thirtMWgpday. The scene is on the seashore. 



Soon as Aurora heavM ber orient head 
Above the waves, that blushed with early red, 
(With new-born day to gladden mortal sighl^ 
And gild the courts of Heaven with sacred light,) 
Th^ immortal arms the Goddess-mother bears 
•Swift to her son : her son she finds in tears, 
Sti«tchM o*er Fatroclus^ corre ; while all the rest 
The sovereign's sorrows in their own e.xpre8t 
A ray diviue her heav'nly presence shed. 
And thus, his hand soA-touchine, Thetis said 

.Suppress (my son) this rage of grief, and know 
Tt was not man, but Heaven that gave the blow ; 
Behold what anns by Vulcan are bestowed, 
Arms worthy tlicc, orfit to grace a God. 
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Then drops the radiant burden on the ground : 
Clang the strong arms, and ring the shores arounaa 
Back shrink the Myrmidons with dread surpriaa. 
And firom the broad effulgence turn their eyes. 
UnmovM, the hero kindles at the show, 
And feels with rage divine his bosom glow; 
From his fierce eye-balls living flames expim^ 
And flash incessant like a stream of Are : 
He tif^ns the radiant gift ; and feeds his mind 
On all th* immortal artist had design'd. 

GodJetis, (lie cried) xh^am glorious arms that thiui 
With matchless art, confess the hand divine. 
Now to the bloody battle let nie bend : 
But ah ! the relics of my slaughtered friend ! 
In those wide wounds through which his spirit flsd* 
Shall flies, and worms obscene, pollute the dead? 

That unavailing care be laid aside, 
f The azure Goddess to her son replied) 
Whok years untouched, uninjur'a shaU remaia 
FresR as in life, the carcass of the slain. 
But go, Achilles (as affairs require ;) * ;; 
Before the Grecian peers renounce thine ird:'*' 
Then uncontrolled in boundless war engage, 
And Heaven with strength supply the mighty rags! 

Then in the nostrils of the slain she poured 
Nectareous drops, and rich ambrosia shower*d 
O'er all the corse. The flies forbid their prey, 
Untouch'd it rests, and sacred from decay. 
Achilles to the strand obedient went: 
The shores resounded with the voice he sent 
The heroes heard, and all tlie uaval train 
That tend the ships, or guide them o'er the maiii« 
Alarm'd, transported, at the well-known sound, 
Frequent and tiiW the great assembler crown*d ; 
Studious to see tliat terror of the plain, 
Lon^ lost to battle, shine in arms agam. 
Tydides and Ulysses first appear, 
Imbm with their wounds, and leiuiiqg on the apears 
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These on the sacred seats of council plae'd. 
The king of men, Atrides came the last: 
He too, sore wounded by Agenor's son. 
Achilles (riang in the midst) begun : 

Oh monarch ! better far had been the ftts 
.Of thee, of me, of aU the Grecian state. 
If (ere the day when by mad passion swaj'd, 
Rash we contended for the black-ey*d maid) 
Preventing, Dian had despatched her dart, 
And shot the shining mischief to the hear*: 
Then many a hero had not pressM tlie shore, 
Nor Troy's glad fields been iatten*d with our grre ; 
l^ong, long mall Greece the woes we caus'd bewail 
And sad posterity repeat the tale. 
But tbib no more, the subject of debate 
Is past, forgotten, and resignM to faXBi 
Why should (alas) a mortal man, as I, 
Bum with a fury that can never die ? 
Here then my anger ends: let war succeedi 
And e*en as Greece has hied, let Ilioii bleed. , 
Now call the hosts, and try, if in our si^ht, 
Troy yet shall dare to camp a second niglit f 
I deem, their mightiest, when this arm he knowii 
Shall *scape with transport, and with joy repose. 

He said: his finish*d wrath with loud acclaim 
The Greeks accept, and shout Pelides' name. 
When thus, not n8ing'fix>m his lofty throne, 
In state unmovM, the king of men begun : 

Hear me, ye sons of Greece ! with silence bear ! 
And grant your monarch an impartial ear ; 
AwhUe your loud, untimely joy suspend. 
And let your rash, injurious clamours end: 
Unruly murmurs, or ill*timM applause. 
Wrong the best speaker, and the justest causa. 
Nor charge on me, ye Greeks, tlie dire debatat 
Know, ai^ry Jove,'and aU^compelfing Fate^ 
With fell Erinnys, uxgM my wrath that day 
When from Achilles* anna I forc'd the jpnj. 
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What then could I, against the will of Heaven ' 
Not by myself, but Teneeful Ate driven ; 
She, Jove's dread daughter, fated to infest 
The race of mortals, enterM in my breast. 
Not on the ground that haughty fuiy treads. 
But pilnts her lofty footsteps on the heads 
Of mighty men ; inflicting as she soes 
Long-festering wounds, inextricable woes ! 
Of ^d, she stalked amid the bright abodes ; 
And Jove himself^ the sure of men and Gotts, 
The world^s great ruler, felt her venomM daft, 
DeceivM by Juno's wiles, and female art 
For when AJcmena^s nine long months were nm 
And Jove expected his iromoited son. 
To Gods and Goddesses th* unruly joy 
He show*d, and vaunted of his matchles boy: 
From us (he said) this day an infant springs, 
Fated to nile, anJ bom a king of kings. 
Satumia ask^d an oath, to vouch the truth. 
And fixM dominion on the favoured youth. 
The Thunderer, unsuspicious of the fraud, 
Pronounc*d those solemn words that bind a Goct 
The joyful Goddess from Olympus* height, 
Swift to Achaian Argos bent her flight ; 
Scarce seven moons gone, lay Sthenelus^s wife ; 
She pushM her lingering infant into life ; 
Her charms Alcmena's coming labours stay, 
And stop the babe, just issuing' to the day. 
Then bid Satumius bear his oath in mind ; 
*« A youth (said she) of Jove's immortal kind 
Is this day bom : from Sthenelus he springs, 
And claims thy promise to the king or kingSb** 
Grief seiz'd the Thunderer, by his oath enng*d ; 
Stung to the soul, he sonrowM, and he rag'd. 
From his ambrosial head, where perch'd she sat, 
He snatch'd the Fury-Goddess of debate, 
The dread, th* irrevocable oath he swore, 
Th' immortal teats should ne'er behold her mote ; 
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And whirPd her headlong down, for ever dvYOii 
From bright Olympus and the starry heaven: 
Thence on the netner world the Fury fell ; 
OrdahiM with man's contentious race to dweU. 
Full oft the God his son's hard toils bemoad*d, 
Curs'd the dire Fury, and in secret groaned. 
E*en thus, like Jove himself, was I misled. 
While raging Hector heap*d our camps with deaiL 
What can the errors of my rage atone f 
My martial troo[>8,4ny treasures, are thy own: 
This instant from the navy shall be sent 
Whatever Ulysses promisM at thy tent: 
But tbcu ! appeased, propitious to our prayeri 
Resume thy arms, and shine again in wsur. 

O king of nations ! whose superior sway 
(Returns Achilles^ all our hosts obey ! 
To keep or send tne presents, be thy care; 
To us, ^tis equal : all we ask is war. 
While yet we talk, or but an instant shun 
The fight, our glorious work remains undone. 
Let every Greek, who sees my spear confound 
The Trojan ranks, and deal destruction round, 
With emulation, what I act, survey, 
Aod learn from thence, the business of the day* 

The son of Peleus thus: and thus replies 
The great in councils, Ithacus the wise : 
T^iough, godlike, thou art by no toils opprest^ 
At least our armies claim repast and rest; 
Long and laborious must the combat be, 
When by the Gods inspired, and led by thee. 
Strength I5 derived fitom spirits and from blood. 
And Siose augment by generous wine and food ; 
What boastful son of war, without that stay. 
Can last a hero through a single day ? 
Courage may prompt ; but, ebbing out his strengtb 
Mere unsupported man must yield at lensth ; 
Shrunk with dry &mine, and with toils declin*d. 
The drwiping body will desert the mind: 
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But built a-new with gtrength-conferring free, 
With limbs and soul untanrd, he tires a ii|ar, 
Dismiss the people then, and give command, 
' With stsoDg repast to hearten every band ; 
But let the presents to Achilles made, 
In full assembly of all Greece be laid. 
The king of men shall rise in public sight. 
And solemn swear (observant of the rite) 
That, spotless as she came, the maid removes, 
Pure from his arms, and guUtless of his loves. 
Tiiat done, a sumptuous banquet sliall be made, 
And the full price of injur'd honour paid. 
Stretch not henceforth, O prince ! thy sovereign migbit 
Beyond the bounds of reason and of right ; 
*Tis the chief praise that e*er to kings belonged, 
To right with justice whom with power they wiong*d. 

Toliira the monarch : Just is thy decree. 
Thy words give joy, and wisdom breathes in thee: 
Each due atonement gladly I prepare ; 
And Heaven regard me as I justly swear ! 
Here then awhile let Greece assembled stay, 
Nor ereat Achilles grudge this short delay; 
Till nom the fleet our presents be conveyM, 
And, Jove attesting, the firm compact made. 
A train of noble youth the chaige shall bear ; 
These to select, Ulysses^ be th^ care : 
In order rank'd let all our gifts appear, 
\nd the &ir train of cai)tive8 close the rear: 
Talthybius shall the victim boar convey, 
acred to Jove, and yon bright orb of day. 

For this (the stem iEacides replies) 
Some less Important season may suffice, 
When the stern fury of tlie war is o'er. 
And wrath extinguished burns my breast no mare. 
By Hector slain, their faces to tlie sky, 
All grim with gaping wouuds our heroes lio ; 
; Tliose call to war ! and, might roy voice incite, 
j Now, now, this instant, t^toiilfi cdmincnct tbt fi^^t 
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Then, wnen the day's cocnplete, let geoerout bowli^. 
And copious tnoquets, glaa our weary souls. 
Let not ray palate know the taste of food, 
TiH my insatiate rage be cloy*d with blood. 
Pale lies my friend, with wounds disfigur'd c/er. 
And his cold feet are pointed to the door. 
Revenge is all my soul ! no meaner care, 
Interest, or thought, has room to harbour there; 
Destruction be my feast, and mortal wounds. 
And scenes of blood, and agoni^ng sounds. 

O first of Greeks (Ulysses thus rejoined) 
The best and bravest of the warrior kind ! 
Thy praise it is in dreadful camps to shine, 
But Old experience and calm wisdom, mme. 
Then hear my counsel, and to reason viei(k 
The bravest soon are satiate of the field ; 
TbouEh vast the heaps that strow the crimson ptaua. 
The bloody harvest brings but little ^imt 
The scale of conquest ever waving lies, * 

Great Jove but turns it, and the victor dies ! 
The great, the bold, by thousands daily taXL, 
And endless were the grief, to weep for alL 
Eternal sorrows what avails to shed f 
Greece honours not with solemn feasts the dead: 
Enough, when death demands the brave to pay , 

The tribute of a melancholy day. 
One chief with patience, to the grave resign'd, 
Our care devolves on others left beliind. 
Let generous food supplies of strength produce, 
Let rising spirits fiow trom sprightly juice. 
Let their warm heads with scenes of battle gjlow 
And pour new furies on the feebler foe. 
Yet a short interval, and none shall dare 
Expect a second summons to the war; 
Who wuts for that, ^e dire effect shall find, 
If trembling in the ships he lags behind. 
Embodied^to the battle let us bend. 
And all at onceon haugh^ Tioy c' 
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And now tho delegates Ulysses sent. 
To bear the presents from the royal tent 
The sons of Nestor, Phyleus* valiant heir, 
Thias and Merion, thunderbolts of war, 
With Lycomedes of Creontian strain. 
And Menalippiis, fonnM the chosen train. 
Swift as the word was |iv*n, the youths obeyM ; 
Twice ten bright vases in the midst they laid ; ' 

A row of six mir tripods then succeeds ; 
And twice the number of high-bounding steeds; 
Seven captives next a^ lovely line compose; 
The eighth Brisei's, like the blooming rose : 
ClosM the bright band : great Ithacus before^ 
First of the train, the golden talents bore : 
The rest in public view the chiefs dispose, 
A splendid scene ! then Agamemnon rose : 
The boar Talthybius held : the Grecian lord 
Drew the broad cutlass sheathM beside his sword: 
The stQbbom bristles from the victim*s brow 
He crops, and offering, meditates his vow. 
His hands uplifted to th* attesting skies, 
On heaven*8 bioad marble roof were fix*d his eyet, 
The solemn words a deep attention draw, 
And Greece around sat thriird with sacred awe. 

Witness, thou first ! thou greatest Power above ! 
All-sood, all-wise, and all-surviving Jove ! 
And Mother-earth, and Heaven's revolving light, 
And ye, fell Furies of the realms of night. 
Who rule the dead, and horrid woes prepare 
Fot perjurM kings, and all who falsely swear ! 
The Dlack-eyM maid inviolate removes, 
Pure and unconscious of my manly lovee. 
If this be fotse. Heaven all itsveneeance shed. 
And leveird thunder strike my guilty head ! 

With that, his weapon deep inflicts the wound. 
The bleeding savage tumbles to the ground ; 
The sacred herald rolls the victim sMdn 
CA least for fish) into the foanung main. 
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Then thus Achilles: Hear, ye Greeks.' and know 
Whate'er we feel, Uis Jove inflicts the wo : 
Not else Atrides could our rage inflame. 
Nor ftoin my arms, unwilling, force the dame. 
'Twas Jove's high will alone, overruling all, 
That doomM our strife, and doomM the Greeks to fiUL 
Go then, ye chiefs *. indulge the genial rite ; 
Achilles waits you, and expects the fight 

The speedy council at his word adjoumM : 
To their black vessels all the Greeks returned. 
Achilles sought his tent His train before 
MarchM onward, bending with the gifts tliey bore. 
TliDse in the tents the squires industrious spread: 
The foaming coursers to the stalls they led ; 
To their new seats the female captives move : 
Brisej's, radiant as the Queen of Love, 
Slow as she past, beheld with sad survey 
Where, gashM with cruel wounds, Patroclus lay, 
Prone on the body fell the heavenly fair, 
Beat her sad breast, and tore her golden hair; 
All beautiful in grief, her humid eyes 
Shining with tears, she lifts, and thus she cries: 

Ah, youth for ever dear,for ever kind, 
Once lender firiend of my distracted mind! 
I left thee fresh in life, in beauty gay ! 
Now find thee cold, inanjmated clay ! 
What woes my wretched race of life attend ! 
Sorrows on sorrows, never doom*d to end ! 
The first lov'd consort of my viigin-bed 
Before these eyes in fetal battle bled ! 
My three brave brothers in one mournful day, 
Au trod the dark, irremeable wav: 
Thy friendly hand uprearM me from the plain, 
And dried my sorrows for a husband slam ; 
Achilles* care you promised 1 should prove, 
The first, the dearest partner of his love , 
That rites divine should ratify the band, 
And make me- empress in his native land. 
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Accept these grateful teare ! fiw thee they ftyw. 
For thee, that ever felt another's wo ! 

Her sister captives echoed groan for groan. 
Nor moumM Patroclus' fortunes, but their own. 
The leaders pressM the chief on eveiy side; 
UnmovM, he heard them, and with sighs denied. 

If yet Achilles have a friend, whose care 
, Is bent to please him, this reauest forbear: 
' Till yonder sun descend, ah ! let me pay 
To grief \ind anguish one abstemious day. 

He spoke, and from the warriors turn'd his fecei 
Yet stiU the brother-kings of Atreus* race, 
Nestor, Idonseneus, Ulysses sagie, 
And PhcBnix, strive to calm his grief and rage; 
His rage they calm not, nor his grief control ; 
Heeroans, he raves, he sorrows from his souL 

'Diou too, Patroclufi ! (thus his heart he vents) 
Once spread th* inviting banquet in our tents: 
Thy sweet society, thy winning care, 
Once staid Achilles, rushing to the war. 
But now, alas ! to death^s cold arms resign'd. 
What banquet but revenge can glad my mind? 
What greater sorrow could afiiict my brealst. 
What more, if hoary Peleus were deceased ? 
Who now, perhaps, in Phthia dreads to bear 
His son*s sad fate, and drops a tender tear. 
What more, should Neoptolemus the brave 
(My only offspring) sink into the grave? 
If yet tliat offspring lives (I distant far. 
Of all neglecttul, wage a hateful war.) 
I oould not this, this cruel stroke attend; 
Fate claimM Achilles, but might spare bis fineod. 
1 hop*d Patroclus mi^ht survive, to rear 
My lender orphan with a parentis care. 
From Scyros' isle conduct him o'er tlie main. 
And glad his eyes with his paternal reign. 
The lofty palace, and the large domain. 
For Peleus breatlies no more the vital air ; 
Or drags a wretched lift of age and iearet 
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But still the news of iiiy tad fate jnvadet 
His hastening soul, and sinks him to tlie shades 

Sighing be said : his grief the heroes ioiu*d» 
f^ach stole a tfear for what he left behind. 
.Their mingled grief the Sixe of heaven 'surve/d 
*Aod thus, with pity, to his blue-ey'd Maid: 

Is then Achilfes now no more thy care, 
And dost thou thus desert the great in war? 
tiO, where yon sails their canvass wings extend^ 
All comfortless he sits, and wails his friend : 
£re thirst and want his forces have opprest, 
Haste and infuse ambrosia in his breasL 
, He spoke; and sudden, at the word of Jove, 
Shot the descending Goddess from above. 
So swift throush ether the shrill Harpy springs, 
Th0 wide air floating to her ample wings. 
To oeat Achilles she her flight addrest. 
And poui'd divine ambrosia in his breast. 
With Nectar sweet, (refection of the Gods !) 
Then, swift ascending, sought the bright abodes. 

Now issued from the ships the warrior-train, 
And like a deluge pour'd upon the plain. 
As when the piercmg blasts of Boreas blow. 
And scatter o*er the fields the driving snow ; 
From dusky clouds the fleecy winter flies, 
Whose dazzling lustre whitens all the skies: 
So hCAms succeeding helms, so shields from shields 
Catch the quick beams, and brighten all the fields; 
Broad-glitt*ring breastplates, spears with pointed ray% 
Mix in one stream, reflecting blaze on blaze : 
Thick beats the centre as the coursers bound. 
With splendour flame the skies, and laugh the fields 
around. 

Full in the midst, high-towering o*er the rest, 
His limbs in anns divine Achilles drest ; 
Arms which the Father of the fire bestowM 
Forged on th' eternal anvils of the God. 
Grief and revenge his furious heart inspire, 
fik glowing eye-bi^^ roll with living &re ; 
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He erinds his teeth, and furious with delay 

O'enooks th* embattled host, and hopes the bloody day. 

The ulver cuishes first his thighs infold: 
Then o*er Uis breast was brac'd the hollow gold: 
The brazen sword a various baldric tied, i 

That, starrM with gems, hung glittering at his side; 
And, lilce the moon, the broad refulgent shield 
BlazM with long rays, and gleamed athwart the field. 

So to night-wandering sailors, pale with fears. 
Wide o*er the watery waste, a light appears, 
Which, on the fiur-seen mountain blazing high. 
Streams horn some lonely watch-tower to the sky* 
With mournful eyes they gaze, and gaze again ; 
Loud howls the storm, ana drives them o*er the nuuik 

Next, his hi|^ head the helmet gracM ; behind 
The sweepy crest hung floating in the wind : 
Like the red-star, that firom his flaming hair 
Shakes down diseases, pestilence and war; 
So streamed tlie golden nonours from his head, 
Trembled the sparkling plumes, and the loose ^onm 
shed. 

The chief beholds himself with wondering eyes; 
His arms he poises, and his motions tries ; 
Buoy*d by some inward force, he seems to swim. 
And feels a pinion lifting eveiy limb. 

And now he shakes his great paternal spear, 
Ponderous and huge ! which not a Greek could xaar. 
From Pelion^s cloudy top an ash entire 
Old Chiron iell*d, and shapM it for his sire : 
A spear which stem Achilles only wields, 
The death of heroes, and the dread of fields. 

Automedon and Alcimus prepare 
' Th* immortal coursers and the radiant car 
(The silver traces sweeping at their side ;) 
Their fiery mouths resplendent bridles tied. 
The ivory-studded reins, returned behind, 
Wav'd oW their backs, and to the chariot join*d. 
The charioteer then whiri'd the lash around, 
And swift ascended at one active bound. 
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KU bright in heavenly arms, above his squire, 
Achilles mounts, and sets the field on fire ; 
Not brighter Phcebus in th* ethereal way, 
Flames from his chariot, and restores the day. 
^igh o*er the host all terrible he stands, 
And thunders to his steeds these dread commands^ 

Xanthus and Batius ! of Podarges* tmin, 
(Unless ye boast that heavenly race in vain) 
Be swift, be mindful of the load ye bear, 
And learn to roalce your master more your care: 
Thro* foiling squadrons bear my slaughtering sword 
Nor, as ye left Fatroclus, leave your lord. 

The generous Xanthus, as the words he said, 
Seem*d sensible of wo, and droopM his head: 
Trembling he stood before the golden wain. 
And bowM to dust the honours of his mane. 
When, strange to tell I (so Juno willM) be broka 
CtemsLl silence, and portentous spoke: 
Achilles! ves ! this day at least we bear. 
Thy rage m, safety through the files of war: 
But come it will, the fatal time must come. 
Nor ours the fault, but God decrees thy doom. 
Not throueh our crime, or downess in the coufMi 
Fell thy nitroclus, but by heavenly force ; 
The bright far-shootmg God who gilds the day, 
(Confest we saw him) tore his arms away. 
Nor->-couId our swiftness o*er the winds prevail. 
Or beat the pinions of the western gale, 
Ail were in vain— the Fates thy death demand, 
Due to a mortal and immortal hand. 

Then ceas'd for ever, by the Furies tied, 
His fateful voice. Th' intrepid chief replied 
With unabated ra^e—So let it be ! 
Portents and prodigies are lost on me. 
i know my fates: to die, to see no more 
My much lov'd parents, and my native shore- 
Enough — when neaven ordains, I sink in niaht; 
Now perish Troy ! he said, and lush'd to fi^ 
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BOOK XX. 



THE ARGUBCENT. 
7%9 Bmttlt 9/ tks Oo«b, and tk* AeU ^f AckMu, 

Aq>itor, apoo Achilles* Mtiirn to the battle, calls a oeoncilflf 
tfaa Oods, and permits them to assist either party. The te» 
ron of the battle described when the Deities are engsfcci. 
Apollo encourag^es J&neas to meet Achilles. After a long 
conversation, these two heroes encounter; but iEoeasispcv- 
serred by the assistance of Neptune. Achilles falls wpoolhs 
rest of the Trojans, and Is upon the point of killing Beelsr, 
but Apollo conreys him away in a cloud. Achilks pormss 
the Trojans with a g^at slaug^hter. 

The tame day continues. The scene is in the fiftld before Ttaf 



Tmub loiuid Fdides, bieathiog war and blood, 
Greece, iheath*il in anne beside her vessels stood ; 
While, near impending from a neighbouring heig^ 
Troy's black battalious wait the shock oT £kht. 
Then Jove to Themis gives command to call 
The Gods to council in the stanv hall : 
Swifk o*er 01ym]Mis* hundred hius she flies* 
And summons aU tlie senate of the skies. 
These shining on, in iong proceasion coma 
To Jove*s eternal adamantine dome. 
Not one was absent, not a rural power, 
Thtu iiauntt the verdant sloom and rosy bowar ; 
Each fiur-hur'd Dryad of the sfaadv wood» 
Each asm Siner of the silver flood ;> 
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All but ofld Ocean, hoaiy Sire ! who keeps 
His ancient seat beneath the sacred deeps. 
On marble thrones with lucid columns crown*d» 
The work of Yukan) sat the powers around. 

*en he* whose trident sways the wateiy reign, 

ieard the loud summons, aud forsook the maiUt 
A8sum*d his throne amid tlie bright abodes, 
And questioAM thus the Sire of men and Gods: 

What movestheGod who heaven and earth coaunaBili 
And grasps the thunder in his awful hands. 
Thus to convene tlie whole etliereal state ? 
Is Greece and Troy the subject in debate? 
Already met, the lowering hosts appear. 
And death stands ardent on the ei^ge of war. 

*TJs true (the cloud-compelling i'ower replies) 
This day, we call the council of the skies 
In care of human race ; e^en Jove^s own eye 
Sees with regret unhappy mortals die. 
Far on Olympus' top in secret state 
Ourself will sit, and see the hand of Fate 
Work out our will Celestial Powers ! descend. 
And, as your minds direct, your succour lend 
To either host. Troy soon must lie overthrown, 
If uncontroUM Achilles fights alone: 
Their troops but lately durst not meet his e}'es; 
What can they now, if in his rage he rise ? 
Assist them, Gods ! or Iliun^s sacred wall 
May &11 this day, though Fate forbids the falL 
He said, and firM tlieir heavenly breasts with ragsi 
On adverse parts the warring Gods engage. 
Heavcn*8 awful Queen ; and he wliose azure immcl 
Girds the vast globe ; the Maid in arms renown*d | 
Hermes, of profitable arts the sire ; 
And Vulcan, the black sovereign of the fire ! 
These to the fleet repair with instant flight ; 
The vessels tremble as the Gods alight 
KepCuae. 
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In aid of Troy, Latona, Phoebus, canoe, 
Mais, fiery hehn'rl, the laughter-loving Daine, 
Xanthus, whose streams in golden currents flow» 
And the chaste Huntress of the silver bow. 
Ere yet the gods their various aids employ. 
Each Argive bosom swellM with manly joy. 
While "great Achilles, (terror of the fjlaio) 
L-ong lost to battle, shone in arms again. ' 
Dreadful he stood, in front of all his host ; 
Tale Troy beheld, and seem'd already lost; 
Her bravest heroes pant with inward fear, 
And trembling see another God' of war. 

But when the powers descending swell*d tlie light. 
Then tumult rose \ fierce rage and pale affright 
Varied each face ; then Discord sounds alarms. 
Earth echoes, and the nations rush to arms. 
Now through the trembling shores Minerva calls 
And now she thunders from the Grecian walls. 
Mars hov'ring o'ei his Troy, his terror shrouds 
[n gloomy tempests, and a night of clouds: 
Now through each Trojan heart, he fury pours 
Willi voice divine, from Ilion's topmost tow*rs; 
Now shouts to Simoi's from her beauteous hill ; 
The mountain shook, the rapid stream stood stiU, 
Above, the Sire of Gods his thunder rolls, 
And peals on peals redoubled rend the poles. 
Beneath, stern Neptune shakes the solid ground; 
The forests wave, the mountains nod aroimd : 
Through all their summits tremble Ida's woods, 
And from their sources boil her hundred floods. 
Troy's turrets totter on the rocking plain, 
And the toss'd navies beat the heaving main. 
Deep in the dismal regions of the dead, 
Th' infernal monarch reai*d his horrid head, 
LeapM from bis throne, lest Neptune's arm should lajf 
His dark d«>minions onen to the day, 
And pour in light on Pluto's drear abodes, 
Abhorr'd by men, and dreadful e'en to GoUk 
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Such war th' immortals wage : such horrors rend 
The world's vast concave, when the Gods contend. 
First silver-shafted Phoebus took the plain 
Against blue Neptune, monarch of the main: 
The God of Arms his giant bulk displayed, 
Oppos'd to Pallas, war's triumphant Maid. 
Against Latona march'd the son of May ; 
The quiver'd Dian, sister of the Day 
(Her golden arrows sounding at her side,) 
Saturnia, majesty of heaven, defied. 
With fiery Vulcan last in battle stands 
The sacred flood that rolls on golden sands ; 
Xanthus his name with those of heavenly birth, 
But caird Scamandfer by the sons of earth. 

While tlius the Gods in various leagues engage, 
Achilles glow'd with more than mortal rage : 
Hector he sought •, in search of Hector turn'd 
His eyes around, for "Hector only bmnM ; 
Anfl burst like lightning through the ranks, and vow'd 
Toftlut the God of battles with his blood. 

iEneas was the first who dar'd to stay ; 
Apollo wedg'd him in the warrior's way, 
But swell'd his bosom witli undaunted might, 
Half-forc'd, and half persuaded to the fight. 
Like young Lycaon, of the royal line. 
In voice and aspect, seem'd the power divine ; 
And bade the chief reflect, how late with scorn 
In distant threats he brdvM the Goddess-bonu 

Then thus the hero of Anchises' strain. 
To meet Pelides you persuade in vain : 
Already have I met, nor void of fear 
Observed the fury of his flying spear; 
From Ida's woods he chas'd us to the field, 
Ou. force he scatter'd, and our herds he kill'd; 
Lymessus, Pedasus, in ashes lay ; 
^ But (Jove assisting) I surviv'd the day. 
Else had I simk opprest in fatal fight, 
By fierce Achilles amd Minerva\| might 



Wbal worUl man Achilles can 9uttai« ? 
Wherever be mov'd the goddess shone be^ra 
And bathM his brazen lance in hostile gpie. 
Wtiat mortal man Achilles can sustain ? 1 

Th* immortals guard him through the dreadfiil plak^ > 
And' suffer not his dart to fall in vain. ) 

Wera God my aid, this arm should check his poweit 
Though strone in battle as a brazen tower. 

To whom, the son of Jove. That God implore, 
And be what great Achilles was before. 
From heavenly Venus thou deriv^st thy strain, 
Aad he, but from a sister of the main ; 
An aged Sea-god father of his line. 
But Jove himself the sacred source of thine. 
Then Uit thy wea}>on for a noble blow. 
Nor fear the vaunting of a mortal foe.' 

This said, and spirit breath*d into his breast. 
Through tiie thick troops th^'emboldeo^d^hero picst: 
IUb venturous act the white-armM Queen surveyM 
And thus, assembling all the Powers, she said : 

Behold an action, Gods ! that claims your caiCi 
Lo, great i£neas rushing to the war ; 
Against Pelides he directs liis course, 
Pboebus impels, and Phoebus gives him force. 
Restrain his bold career; at least, t' attend 
Our fiLvour*d hero, let some Power descend, 
To guard his life, and add to '.us renown. 
We, the great armament of heaven, came down. 
Hereafter let him fell, as Fates design, ^ 
That spun so short his lifers illustrious line : 
But lest some adverse God now cross his way. 
Give him to know, what Powers assist this day : 
For how shall mortal stand the dire alarms. 
When iieaven*s refulgent host appear in arms ' 

Thus she, and thus the God whose force can makt 
The solid globe's eternal basis shake : 
AjOMMt the might of man, so feeble known, 
Wmr should celestial pywers exert their own f 
Suffice, from yonder mlunt to view the scenn ; 
" -* Have lo w»r the feus of mortal men. 
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But a th* Armipotent, or God of Lis^t, 
Obttnict Achilles, or commence the fidit, 
Thence on the Gods of Troy we swift descend ; 
Full soon, I doubt not, shall the conflict end ; 
And these, in ruin and confusion hurlM, 
Yield to our conquering arms the lower world. 

Thus having said, tiie tyrant of the sea. 
Cerulean Neptune, rose, and led the way. 
Advanced upon the field, there stood a mound 
Of earth congested; wallM, and trenchM around ; 
fn elder times to guard Alcides made, 
(The work of Trojans, with JViinerva's aid) 
What time a vengeful monster of the main 
Swept the wide shore, and drove him to the plain. 

Here Neptune and the Gods of Greece repair. 
With clouds encompass*d, and a veil of air: 
Hie adverse powers, around Apollo laid, 
Crown the fair hills that silver SimoTs shade 
In circle close each heavenlv party sat. 
Intent to form the future scnemc of Fate ; 
But mix not yet in flight, though Jove on hid) 
Gives the loud signal, and the heavens repfy. 

Meanwhile the rushing armies hide the era 
The trampled centre yields a hollow sound: 
Steeds casM in mail, and chiefs in armour bright, 
The deamy cliampaign glows with brazen light 
Amid both hosts (a dreadful ^ace) appear 
There, great Achilles ; bold iSneas, here. 
With towering strides ^neas first advanced ; 
The nodding plumage on his helmet danc*d. 
Spread o*er bis breast the fencing shield he bore. 
And, as be mov*d, his javelin flam'd before. 
Not 80 Pelides: furious to engage. 
He nishM impetuous. Such the lion's rage, 
Who viewing first his foes with scornful eyes, 
Thougl} all in arms the peopled city rise, 
Stalks careless on, with unregarding pride ; 
TOl at tlie lei^^ by some brave youui defied. 
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To his bold spoar tlie savage turns alone. 
He murmurs fury with a iioUow gruan ^ 
He grins, he faams, iie rolls hiseye:> around ; 
Lash*d by his tail, his heaving sides resound \ 
He calls up all his rage ; he grinds his teelh, 
ResolvM on veiu^eance, or resolv*d on death 
So fierce Achilles on .£neas liies ; 
So stands iEneas, and his force defies. 
Ere yet tiie stern encounter joined, begun 
The seed of Thetis thus to Venus* son : 

Why comes -Eneas through tlie ranks so far ? 
Seeks he to meet Achilles' arm in war, 
In hope the realms of i'riam to enjoy, 
And prove his merits to the throne of Troy ? 
Grant tiiat beneath thy lauice Achilles dies, 
The partial monarch may refuse the prize : 
Sons he has many: those tliy pride may quell; 
And *tis his fault to love those sons too well. 
Or, in reward of thy victorious hand. 
Has Troy proposed some specious tract of land? 
An ample forest, or a fair domain, 
Of hill for vines, and arable for grain ? 
E'en this, perhaps, will hardly prove thy lot. 
But can Achilles be so soon forgot ? 
Once (as I think) you saw this brandished spear, 
And then the great i£neas seem'd to fear. 
With hearty haste from Ida's inount he fled, 
Nor, till he reach'd Lyrnessus, turn'd his head. 
Her lofty walls not long our progress staid ; 
Those, Pallas, Jove, and we, in ruins laid : 
In Grecian chains her captive race were cast ; 
*T!S true, the great .Eneas fled too fast. 
Defrauded of my conquest once before, 
What then 1 lost, the Gods this day restore. 
Go; while thou may'st, avoid the tlueaiening fiit«i 
Fools stay to feel it, and are wise too laie. 

To this Anchises' son. Such woids employ | 

To one that fears thee, some un warlike boy ; . 
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Such we disdain ; the best may be defied 
With Tpean reproaches, and unmanly pride; 
C/nwortliy the high race from which wecamOi 
Proclaim'd so loudly by the voice of faiT]e : 
Each from illustrious fathers draws his line; 
fCacli Goddess-bom : half human^ half divine. 
Thetis' this day, or Venus' offspring dies, 
An«l tears shall trickle from celestial eyes: 
For wlien two heroes, thus derivM, contend, 
Tis not in words the glorious strife can end. 
If yet thou farther seek to learn my birth 
(A tale resounded through the spacious earth;) 
Hear how the glorious origin we prove 
From ancient Dardanus, the first from Jove: 
DarcJania's walls he rais'd : for Ilion then 
(The city since of many languag'd men) 
Was not. The natives were content to till 
The shady foot of Ida's fountful hill. 
Fi-om Dardanus, great Erichthonius springs, 
The richest, once, of Apia's wealthy kings ; 
Three thousand mares his spacious pastures bred. 
Three thousand foals besid^tneir mothers fied. 
Boreas, enamoured of the sprightly train, 
Coiiceal'd his godhead in a flowing mane, 
With voice dissembled to his loves he neigh'd, 
And cours'd the dappled, beauties o'er the mead: 
Hence sprung twelve otliers of unrivall'd kind, 
Swift as their mother mares, and father wind. 
These Ijgtitly skimming, when they swept the plain, 
Nor plied the grass, nor bent the tender grain; 
Anil when along the level seas they flew. 
Scarce on the surface curl'd the briny dew. 
Such Erichthonius was: from hhn there came 
The sacred T't)s, of whom the Trojan name. 
Three sons renown'd adom'd bis nuptial bed, 
Ihis, Assarecus, and Ganynied : 
The matchless Ganymcd, divinely fair. 
Whom Heaven, enanmur'd, snatch'd to muMr ftir 
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To bear the cup of Jove (ethereal guest. 

The grace and ^lory of th* auibrosial tiBBSL) 

The two remaining sons the line divide : 

First rose Laomedon from llus* side ; 

From him Tithonius, now in eares grown ol<i. 

And Priam (blest with Hector, brave and bbld:) 

Clytius and Lampus, ever-honour*d pair ; 

And Htcetaon, thunderbolt of war. 

From great Assaracus sprung Capys, he 

Begat Anchises, and Anchises me. 

S>uch is our race : His Fortune gives us birth; 

But Jove alone endues the soul with worth : 

He, source of power and might ! with boundless nmj. 

All human courage gives or takes away. 

Long in the field of words we may contend, 

Reproach is infinite, and knows no end, 

ArmM or with truth or falsehood, right or wrong; 

So voluble a weapon is the tongue ; ^ 

Woiraded, we wound ; and neither side can fail. 

For every man has equal strength to rail: 

Women alone, when in the streets tliey jar. 

Perhaps excel us in this wordy war; 

Like us they stand, encompassM witli the crowd. 

And vent their anger, impotent and loud. 

Cease then-r-Our business in the field of fight 

Is not to question, but to prove our might 

To all those insults thou nast oftered here. 

Receive this answer: *tis my flying spear. 

. He spoke. With all his force the javelin flim^ 

FtxM deep; and loudly in the buckler rung. 

Far on bis out-stretch*d arm, Pelides held 

(To meet the thundering lance) his dreadfiil sbidd. 

That trembled as it stuck ; nor void of fear. 

Saw, ere it fell, th* unmeasurable spear. 

His fears were vain ; impenetrable charms 

Secur'd the temper of the ethereal arms. 

Through two strong plates the point its passM 

Biit,siSpp*d,and rsslsd by the thhd npsU'dt 
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The plates'of various metal, various mould, ) 

CompoaPd Uie shield ; of brass each outward ibid, > 

Of tin each inward, and the middle gold : . ) 

There stuck the lance. Then rising ei e he threw, 

The forceful spear of great Achilles flew, 

And pieicV! the Dardan shleld^s extremest bound. 

Where the shrill brass returned a sharper sound: 

T1irough*the thin verge the Pelian weapon glides. 

And the slight covering of expanded hides. 

JSneas his contracted body bends, 

And o*er him high the riven tai^e extends, 

Sees, through its parting plates, the upper air, 

And at his back perceives the quivering spear: 

A late so near him chills his soul with fright ; 

And swims before bis eyes the many-colour*d light. 

Achilles, rushins in with dreadful cries, 

Draws his broad blade, and at Jlneas flies: 

£neas, rousing as the foe came on, 

(\Vith force coUected) heaves a mighty stone: 

A mass enormous ! which in modem days 

No two of earth's degenerate sons could raise. 

But Ocean*s God, whose earthquakes rock the groun^ 

Saw the distress, and mov*d the powers around 

Lo ! on the brink of fate .^neas stands. 
An instant victim to Achilles* hands: 
By Fhflsbus urgM ; but Phoebus has bestowM 
l^s aid in vain: the man o'erpowers the God« 
And can ve see this rkhteous chief atone, 
VVith guildess blood, tor vices not his own f 
To all the Gods his constant vows were paid: 
Sure, though he wars for Troy, he claims our aid. 
Fate wills not this; nor thus can Jove resiga 
The future flither of the £>ardan line : 
The fir^t great ancestor obtainM his grace^ 
And still his love descends on all the race. 
For Priam now, and Priam^s faithless kind. 
At ]«^;|h are odious to th* all-seeing Mind ; 
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On great Jineas shall devolve the reign, 

And i^nis succeeding sons the lasting line sustain. 

The great Earth-shalter thus: to whom replies 

Th' imperial Goddess with the radiant eycs: 

Good as he is, to immolate or spare 

The Durdan prince, O Neptune, be thy cai'e 

Pallas bad I, by all that Gods can bind, 

Have sworn destruction to the Trojan kind ; 

Not e^en an instant to protract their fate, 

Or save one member of the sinking state ; 

Till her last flame be quenched with her last gore, 

And e'en the crumbling ruins are no more. 

The king of Ocean to the fight descends, 
Through all the whistling darts his course he bendii 
Swift interpos'd between the waiTJors flies, 
And casts thick darkness o'er Achilles* eyes. 
From great -Eneas' shield the spear he drew. 
And at his master's feet the weapon threw. 
That done, with force divine he snatch'd on high 
The Dardan Frince, and bore him through the sky, 
Smooth-gliding without step, above tlie heads 
Of warring heroes, and of bounding steeds ; 
Till at the battle's utmost verge they light, 
Where the slow Caucans close the rear of fight 
The Godhead there (his heavenly form confess'd) 
With words like these the panting chief addressM: 

What power, O prince, with force inferior far 
Urg'd thee to meet Achilles' arm in war.^ 
Henceforth beware, nor antedate thy doom, 
Defirduding Fate of all thy fame to come. 
But when die day decreed (for come it must) 
Shall lay this dreadful hero in the dust. 
Let tlien the furies of that arm be known. 
Secure, no Grecian force transcends thy own. 

With that he left him wondering as he lay. 
Then fn>ra Achilles chas'd the mist away: 
Sudden, returning with the stream of ligtit, 
scene of war caine rushing on his sight. 
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Theo thus amaz*d: /What wonders strike my mind! 
My spear, that parted on the wings of wind, 
Laid here Ijefore me ! and the Dardan lord 
That fell this instant, vanisliM from my sword ! 
I thought alone with mortals to contend, 
But Powers celestial sure this foe defend. 
Great as he is, our arm he scarce will try. 
Content, for once, with all his Gods, to fly. 
Now then let others bleed. This said, aloud 
He vents bis fury, and inflames the crowd; 
O Greeks, (he cries, and every rank alarms) 
Join battle, man to man, and arms to arms ! 
'Tis not in me, though favoured by the sky. 
To mow whole troops, and make whole armies fly: 
No God can singly such a host engage. 
Not Mars himself, nor great Minerva^s rage. 
But whatsoe'er Achilles can inspire, 
Whatever of active force, or actmg fire ; 
Whatever this heait can prompt, or hand obey; 
All, all Achilles, Greeks ! is yours to-day. 
Through yon wide host this arm shall scatter fear, 
And thin the squadrons with my single spear. 

He said : nor less elate with martial joy. 
The godlike Hector warin'd the uoops of Troy. 
Trojans to war ! think Hector leads you on ; 
Nor dread the vaunts of Feleus' haughty son. 
Deeds must decide our fete. E*en iliose witli words 
Insult the brave, who tremble at their swords : 
The weakest Atheist-wretch all heaven defies. 
But shrinks and shudders when the thunder flies. 
Nor from yon boaster shall your chief retire, 
Not though his heart were steel, his hand were fire ; 
That fire, that steel, your Hecior should withstand, 
And brave that vengeful heart, Uiat dreadful hand. 
■ Thus (breathing rage ihrougirall) the hero said : 
A wood of lances rises round his head, 
Clamours on clamours tempest all ilie air, 
They join, tl>»*v tlnoug, they '»'U'ken to me war. 
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But Phoebus warns him jxom high heaven to shun 
The single fight with Thetis* godlike son ; 
More sue to combat in the mingled band, 
Nor tempt too near the^terrors of his band. 
He hears, obedient to the God of Light, 
And plungM within the ranks, awaits the fight 

Then fierce Achilles shouting to the skies, 
On Troy*s whole force with boundless fury flies. 
First foils Iphytton, at his army^s head ; 
Brave was the chief, and brave the host he led : 
From great Otxynteus he derivtd his blood. 
His mother was a Nais of the flood ; 
Beneatli tlie shades of Tmolus, crownM with snow, 
From Hyde's walls he mVd the lands below. 
Fierce as he springs, the sword his head divides ; 
The parted visage ialls on equal sides ; * 
With loud-resounding arms he strikes the plain ; 
While thus Achilles glories o'er the slain : 

Lie there, Otryntides ! the Trojan earth 
Receives thee dead, though Gyse boast thy birtii ; 
Those beauteous fields where iTyllus' waves are roIP4, 
And plenteous Hennus swells with tides of gold 
Are tnine no more^Th' insulting hero said, 
And left him sleeping in eternal shade. 
The rolling wheels of Greece the body tore. 
And dash'd tiieir axles with no vulgar gore. 

Demoleon next, Antenor's oflfspring, laid 
Breathless in dust, the price of rashness paid. ^ 
Th' impatient steel with fiill-descending sway 
ForcM through his brazen helm its fiirious way. j 

Resistless drove the batter'd skull before, i 

And dash'd and mingled all the brains with govt. 
This sees Hinpodamas, andSeis'd witli fright, 
Deserts his chariot for a swifter flight: 
The lance arrests him : an ignoble wound 
The panting Trojan rivets to the ground. 
He eroans away his soul ; not louder roars, 
ki Neptune*! shrine on Helice's high ihoiet. 
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The rictim bull ; tiie rocks rebellow lound, 
And Ocean listens to tlie gprateful sound. 

Then fell on Polydore his vengeful rag^ 
The youngest hope of Priam^s stooping age 
(Whose feet for swiftness in the race surpait;) 
Of all his sons, the dearest, and the last. 
To the forbidden field he takes his flight 
In the first folly of a youthful knight, 
To vaunt his swiftness, wheels around the pfaun, 
But vaunts not long,witli all his swiftness slain. 
Struck where the crossing belts unite behind, 
And golden rings the double back-plate join*d: 
Forth throueh the navel burst the thrilling steel ; 
And on his knees with piercing shrieks he fell ; 
The rushing entrails, pourM upon the groundf 
His hands collect ; and darkness wraps him nMiad. 
When Hector view'd, all ghastly in his gore 
Thus sadly dain, th* unhappy rolydore ; 
A cloud of sorrow overcast his sight, 
His soul no longer brook*d the distant fight. 
Full » Achilles* dreadful front he came. 
And shook his javelin like a waving flame. 
The son of Peleus sees, with jdy possest. 
His heart high-bounding in his rising breast i 
And, lo ! the man, on whom black mtes attend ; 
The man, that slew Achilles, in his friend ! 
No more shall Hector*s and Pelides* spear 
Turn firom each other in the walks of war — 
Then with revengeful eyes he scannM him o*er» 
Come, and receive thy fkte ! He spake no mon. 

Hector, undaunted, thus: Such words emplof 
To one that dreads thee, some unwarlike boy i 
Such we could give, defying and defied. 
Mean intei\:ourse of obloquy and pride ! 
I know thy force to mine superior far ; 
But Heaven alone confers success in war; 
Mean as 1 am, the Gods may guide my datt^ 
And give it entrance in a otaver heart. 
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Then parts the lance : but Pallas* heavenly breath 
Far from Achilles wafts the winged death: 
The biJden dart again to Hector flies, 
Ami at the feet of its great master lies. 
Achilles closes with Ihs hated foe, 
His heart ai^d eyes with flaming fury glow: 
But present to his aid, Apollo slirouds 
Tlie favour'd hero m a veil of clouds. 
Tlnice struck Pelides with indignant heart. 
Thrice in impassive an* he plung'd the dart : 
f lie spear, a fourth time, buried in the cloud; 
He foams with fury, and exclaims alou,d: 

Wretch ! thou hast scap'd again, once more thy fligjhr 
Has sav'd thee, and the partial God of Light. 
But long thou shalt not thy just fate withstand, 
If any power assist Achilles' hand. 
Fly tlien iiiglori<;us ! but thy flight this day 
Whole hecatombs of Trojan ghosts shall pay, 

With that, he gluts his rage on numbers slain: 
Then Dryops tumbled to th' ensanguin'd plain, 
PiercM tlirough the neck : he left him panting there, 
And stopp'd Deinuchus, great Philetor's heir. 
Gigantic ciiief ! deep gash'd th' enormous blade, 
And for the soul an ample passage made. 
Laogonus and Dardanus expire. 
The valiant sons of an unhappy sire ; 
Both in one instant from the chariot hurlM, 
Sunk in one instant to the nether world ; 
This difference only their sad fates afford. 
That one the spear destroyed, and one the swoi<i 

Nor less unpitied young Alastor bleeds ; 
In vain his youth, in vain his beauty pleads : 
In vain he begs thee with a suppUant's moan. 
To spare a form, an age so like thy own ! 
Unhappy boy ! no prayer, no moving art. 
E'er bent that fierce, inexorable heart ! * . 

While yet he trembled at his knees, and cried, 
'Ti ^thless falchion ope^d his tender aide; 
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The panting liver pours a flood of gore 
That drowns his bosom till he pants no more. 

Through Mulius' head then drove th' impetuous spear. 
The warrior falls, transfix' d from ear to ear. 
Thy life, Echeclus ! next the svvoid bereaves, 
Deep through the front the ponderous falchion cleaves; 
Warm'd in the brain Uie smoking weapon lies, 
The purple death comes floating o^er his eyes. 
Then brave Deucalion died : die dart was flung 
Where the knit nerves tlie pliant elbow strung ; 
He dropt his arm an unassisting weight, 
And stood all impotent, expecting fate : 
Full on liis neck the falling falclhon sped, 
From his broad shoul(Jers hew'd his crested head . 
Forth from the bone the spinal marrow flies, 
And sunk in dust the corse extended lies. 
Rhigm us, whose race from'fruitful Thracia came, 
fThe son of Fireus, an illustrious name,) 
Succeeds to fate- the spear his belly rends; 
?rone from his car the thundering chief descends : 
The squire, who saw expiring on the ground 
^is prostrate master, rein'd the steeds around : 
His nack scarce turnM, the Pelian javelin gor'd, 
And stretch'd the servant o'er his (lying lord 
As when a flame the vvinduig valley fills. 
And runs on crackling shrubs between the hills, 
Then o'er the stubble, up the mountain flies, 
Fires the high woods, and blazes to the skies, 
This way and that the spreading torrent roars. 
So sweeps the hero through the wasted shores. * 
Around him wide, immense destruction pours. 
And earth is delug'd with tlie sanguine siiowers. 
As with autumnal harvests cover'd o'er, 
And thick betslrowu, lies Ceres' sacred floor; 
Wlien round and round with never-wearied pain, 
The trampling steers beat out th' unniunber'd grain: 
So tiie fierce coursers as tlie chariot rolls, 
Tmul down whole ranks, and crusii out heroes' 8oul& 
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DashM from thcii^ ^loofs while o'er the dead they fly, 
Black, bloody dro/os the smoking chariot dye : 
The bpUlv wheels ^ih rough heaps of carnage torc^ 
And thick the groan.ing axles oroppM with gpia. 
Hirii o*er tlie scene of death Aclulies stood, 
AUgrim with dust, all hoirible in blood: 
Tet itUl insatiate, still witfi ^d^e on flama ; 
Ml the lust of never-dying fiune ! 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

Battle in the River Seamandtr. 

The Trojmat fir before Achilletr some toward the town, otli«a 
to the river Scamander ; he falls upon the latter with rreM 
•laui^hter, takes twelve captives alive, to sacrifice to the riiadd 
nf Patroclus : and kills Lycaon and Asteropnas. Seaman* 
der BtUcks him with all his waves ; Meptune and Pailak as- 
list the hero ; Simois joins Scamander } at length Vulcan, by 
the instigation of J uno, almost dries up the river. This com- 
bat ended, the other Gods engage each other. Meanwhile 
Achilles continues the slaughter, drives the rest into Troj : 
Agenor only makes a stand, nnd is conveyed away in a cloud 
by Apollo ; who (to delude Achilles) takes upon him Ageoor's 
shape, and while be pursues him in that dis|^uise, gives tha 
Trojans an opportunity of retiring into their cttj. 

The same day continues. The scene is on the banks uid in 
the stream of Scamander. 



Ak0 now to Xanthus' gliding stream they drove, 
Xanthufi, UDmortal progeny of Jove. 
The river here divides the flying train, ^ 
Part to the town fly diverse o*er the plain, 
Where late their troops triumphant bore the fi^: 
Now chasM, and trembling u\ ignoble flight 
(These with a gather^ mist Satumia shrouds, 
And rolls behind the rout a heap of clouds.) 
Part plunge into the stream : ola Xanthus roars, 
The flashmg billows beat the whitcu'd shores: 
With cries promiscuous all the banks resound ; 
And here, and there, in eddies whirling rgund, 
The flouncing steeds an'* shrieking warriors drownM 
VOL. n. 
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As the scorch'd locusts from their fields retire, 
While fast behind tliem runs the blaze of fire ; 
Driven from the land before the sn\oky cloud, 
The clustering legions rush into the flood : 
So phmg'd in Xanlhus by Achilles' force, 
Roars the resounding surge with men and horse. 
His bloody lance the hero cast aside 
(V^'hich spreading tamarisks on thg margin hide;; 
Then, like a God, the rapid billows braves, 
Atni'd with his sword high brandished o'er the wavea,: 
Now down he plunges, now lie whirls it round, 
Deep groan'd me waters with the dying sound: 
Repeated wounds the reddening river dy'd, 
And the warm purple circled on the tide. 
Swift through the foamy flood the Trojans fly, 
.And close in rocks or winding caverns lie : 
So the huge dolphin tempesting the main. 
In shoals beibre him fly the scaly train, 
ConfusMly heap'd, they seek their inmost caves, 
Or pant and heave beneath the floating waves. 
Now tir'd with slaughter, from the Tmjan band 
Twelve chosen youths he drags alive to land ; 
With their rich belts their captive arms constrains 
(Late their proud ornaments, but now their chains.) 
■Hiese his attendants to the ships convey'd 
Sad victims ! destinM to I'atroclus' shade. 

Then, as once n.ore he plung'd amid the flood, 
The young Lycaon in his passage stood ; 
The son of Triam, wliom the hero's hand 
But late made captive in His father's land. 
(As from a sycajnore, his sounding steel 
Lopp*d the green arms to spoke a cliariot-wheel ;) 
To Lemnos' isle he sold the royal slave, 
•Where Jason's sun the price demanded gave ; 
But kind Eetion touching on the shore, 
The ransom'd prince to fair Arisbe bore. 
Ten days were past, since in his father's reign 
" *• the sweets of liberty again ; 
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The next, that God, whom niea in vain withstand. 

Gives the tiame youth to the same couqueruig liaud ; 

Now never to return I and dooufd to go 

A sadder journey to Uie shades below. 

His well-known face when great Achilles ey*d 

(The helm and visor he had cast aside 

With wild afl'righi,and dropp^i upon the field 

His useless lance and unavailing shield,) 

As trembling, panting, from the stream he fled, 

And knockM his faultering knees, the hero said: 

Ye mighty Gods ! what wonders strike my view I 
Is it in vain our conquering arms subdue f 
Sure 1 shall see yon l)eaps of Trojans kill'd, 
Ri^ from the shades, and brave me on the field: 
As now the captive, whom so late 1 bound 
And sold to Lemnos, stalks on Trojan ground! 
Not him the sea^s unmeasured deeps detain, 
That bar such numbers from their native plaiixt 
Lo ! he returns. Try, tlien- my flying spear ! 
Try, if the grave can hold the wanderer ; 
If earth at length J his active prince can seize, 
Elarth, whose strong grasp has held down Hercules. 

Thus while he spake, the Trojan,pale with fears, 
ApproachVi, and sought his knees with suppliant ta|pi 
Loth as he was to yield his youthful breath. 
And his soul shivering at the approach of death. 
Achilles raisM the spear, prepar'd to wound ; * 
He kissM his feet, exteuaed on the ground : 
And, while above the spear sus^)ended 8tood. 
Longing to dip its thirsty point in blood, 
One hand embrac'd them close, one stopt the dart. 
While thus these melting words attempt bis hearts 

Thy well known captive, great Achilles .' s^, 
Once more Lyraou trembles at thy knee. 
Some pity to a suppliant's name aiford. 
Who shar'd llie gifts of Ceres at thy board ; 
Whom late thy conquering arm to Lemnos bor# 
Far from liis father, friends, and native shore: 
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A hundred oxen were hii price that day, 
Now sums immense thy mercy shall repay. 
Scarce respited from woes I yet appear, 
And scarce twelve morning suns have seen me hen ; 
Lo ! Jove ag^ submits me to thy hands, 
Again, her victim cruel Fate demands I 
I sprung from P)nam and Laothoe fair 
(Old Alte's daughter, and Lelecia*s heir ; 
Who held in Pedasus his iamM abode, 
And rulM the fields where silver Satnio fiow'd:) 
Two sons (alas ! unhappy sons^ she bore ; *j 

For ah I one spear shall drink each brother*8 gore, > 
And I succeed to slaa£hter*d Palydore. ) 

How jfrom that arm of terror shaJl 1 fly ? 
Some dasmon uiiges; 'tis my doom to die! 
If ever yet soft pity touchM thy mind, 
Ah ! think not me too much of Hector's kind ! 
Not the same mother gave thy suppliant breath, 
. With his, who wrought thy lov*d Fatroclus' death. 
These, words, attended with a shower of tears, 
The youth addrest the unrelenting ears ; 
Talk not of life, or ransom (he replies) 
Patrocltts dead, whoever meets me, dies; 
la voin a single Trojan sues for grace ; 
But least, the sons of Priam's hateful race. 
Die then, my friend ! what boots it to deplore? 
The srestt, the good Patroclus is no more ! 
He, far thy better, was foredoom'd to die, 
** And thou, dost thou, bewail mortality ?" 
See'st thou not me, whom nature's gifts adorn. 
Sprung fiom a hero, from a Goddess bom ; 
The day shall oome f which nothing can avart) 
When by tiie spear, the arrow, or the dart, 
By night, or day, by force or bv design. 
Impending death and certain fate are mine. 
Die then — he said ; and as tlie word he spoke, 
The fiuntiog stripling sank befixe the stroke: 
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His hand foigot its gmsp, and left fhe spear: 
While all his trembling frame contest his fear ; 
Sudden, Achilles his broad sword display*d, 
And buried in his neckHhe reeking bm^de. 
Prone fell the youth ; and panting on the land, 
The gushing purple dy'd the thirsty sand ; 
The victor to the stream the carcass gave, 
And thus insults him, fioating on the wave: 
Lie there, Lycaon ! let the iisli surround 
Thy bloated corse, and supk thy gory wound: 
There no sad mother shall thy funerals weep, 
But swift Scamander roll thee to the deep, 
Whose every wave spme watery monster brings 
To feast unpunished on the fat of kings. 
So perish Troy, and all the Trojan line ! 
Such ruin theirs, and sueh compassion mine. 
What boots you now Scamander's worshipped 
His earthly honours, and immortal name ; 
In vain your immolated bulls are slain, 
Your living coursers glut his vulfs in vain : 
Thus he rewards 3rou, with this bitter fate ; 
Thus, till the Grecian vengeance is complete ; 
Thus is aton'd Patroclus* hcnoarM shade, 
And the short absence of AchiUes paid. 

These boastful words provoke the raging God; 
With fury swells the violated flood. 
What means divine may yet the power employ, 
To clieck Achilles, and to rescue Troy f 
Meanwhile the hero springs in arms to daze 
The great Asteropeus to mortal war; 
The son of Pelagon, whose lofty line 
Flows from the source of Axiue, stream divine \ 
(Fair Peribsa^s love tlie God had crownM, 
With all his refluent waters circled round) 
On him Achilles rueh*d : be fearless stood. 
And shook two spears, advancing from the flood ; 
The flood impelled him, on Pelides* head 
T* avenge his waters chok*d with heaps of dead, 
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Near as they drew, Achilles thus began : 

What art thou, boldest of the race of man ? 
Who, or from whence t Unhappy is tlie sire 
Whose son encouaters our resistless ire. 

O son of Feleus ! what avails to trace 
.(Replied the warrior) our illustrious race f 
From rich Pxonia's valleys i coinmmid, 
Arm'd with portended spears, my native band ; 
Now shines the tenth bright moruing,since 1 caroei 
In aid of Lliou,to tlie fields of fame : 
Axius, who swells with all the neighbouring rillsy 
And wide around the floated region fills, 
Begot my sire, whose spear such glory won : 
Now lift thy arm, and try that hero's son ! 

Threatening he said : tiie hostile chiefs advance ; 
At once Asteropeus discharg'd each lauice, 
(For both his dexterous hands the lance could wield) 
One struck, but pierc'd not the Vulcanian shield \ 
One razM Achilles hand ; the spouting blood 
Spun forth, in earth the fastened weapon stood. 
Like lightning next tlie Pelian javeliu flies: 
Its erring fury hissM along the skies; * 

Deep in the swelling bank was driven the spear, 
E'en to tlie middle eartli'd ; and quiver'd there. 
Then from his side the sword Felides drew, 
And on his foe with doubled fury flew. 
The foe thrice tugg'd, and shook the rooted wood ; 
Repuli:ive of his might the weapon stood : 
The fourth, he tries to break the spear, in vain ; 
Bent as he stands, he tumbles to the.plaun ; 
His bellv openM with a ghastly wound. 
The reeking entrails pour upon the ^und. 
Beneatli the hero's feet he panting lies. 
And his eye darkens, and his spirit flies: 
While tne proud victor thus triumphing said, 
His radiant armour tearing from the dead : 

So ends thy glory ! Such tlie fate they prove 
Who strive presumptuous with the sons of Jove. 
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Sprung from a river, didst thou boast thy line? 

But great Satumius is the source of mine. 

How fiurst thou vaunt thy watery progeny? 

Of Peleus, iEacus, and Jove, am I ; 

The race of these superior far to those, 

As h^ihat thunders to the stream tliat flows. 

What rivers can, Scamander might have shown ; 

But Jove he dreads, nor wars against his son. 

E'en AchelouB might contend in vain. 

And all the roaring billows of the main. • 

Th' eternal ocean, from whose fountains flow 

The seas, the rivers, and the springs below. 

The thundering voice of Jove abhors to hear, 

And in his deep abysses shcikes with fear. 

He said ; then from tlie bank his javelin tore. 
And left the breathless warrior in his gore. 
The floating tides the bloody carcass lave, 
And beat against it, wave succeeding wave; 
Till, roird between the banks, it lies the food 
Of curling eels, and fishes of the flood. 
All scattered round the stream (their misihtiest &>lain) 
Th' a»az'd Pieoniaus s^;our along the plain: 
He vents his fury on the flying crew, 
Thrasius, Asljpylus, and Mnesius slew; 
Mydon, Thersiiochus, with iEnius fell ; 
And numbers more his lance had plung*d to hell ; 
But from the bottom of his gulfs profound, 
Scamander spoke ; the shores return'd the sound : 

O first of mortals J (for the Gods are thine) 
In valour matchless, and in force divine ! 
If Jove have given thee every Trojan head, 
'Tis not on me thy rage should heap the dead. 
See ! my chok'd streams no more their course can keep> 
Nor roll their wonted tribute to the deep.- 
Turn, then, impetitous ! from our injur'd flood ; 
Content, thy slaughters could amaze a God. 

In human form, confest before his ej'cs, 
The river thus; and thus the chief replies ■ 
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O sacred itiamin ! thy word we shall obey ; 
But nut till Troy the destUi'd vengeance jiay. 
Not till within her towers the perjurM train 
Shall pant, and tremble at our arms again : 
Not tin proud Hector, guardian of her wall, 
Or stain this lance, or see Achilles fall. 

He said ; and drove with fury on the foe. 
Then to the eodhead of the silver bow 
The yellow flood began : O son of Jove ! 
Was not the mandate of the Sire above 
Full and express ? that Phoibus should employ 
His sacred arrows in defence of Troy, 
And make her conquer till Hyperion^s &I1, 
In awful darkness bide the ^e of all ? 

He spoke in vain — ^the chief without dismay 
Ploughs through the boiling surge his desperate iMray. 
Then, risii^ in his rage above the shores. 
From all bis deep the bellowing river roars, 
Huge heaps of slain disgorges on the coast, 
And round the banks the ghastly dead are to&l. 
While all before, the billows rangM on high 
^A watery bulwark) screen the Imnds who fly. ^ 
Now bursting on his head with thunderinc souno^ 
The fallins deluge whelms the hero round ; 
His loaded shield bends to the rushing tide ; 
His feet, upborn, scarce the strons Hood divide, 
Sliddering, and staggering. On the border stood 
A spreading elm, that overhung tiie flood ; 
He seized a benduis bou^h, his steps to stay; 
The plant uprooted to his weight gave way. 
Heaving the bank, and undermining all ; 
Loud flash the waters to the rushing fall 
Of the thick foliage. The large trunk displa^'dt 
BridgM tlie rough flood across: the hero stayed 
On this his weight, and, raisM upon his hand, 
Lenp*d from the channel, and regain*d the bind. 
Then blackenM the wild waves ; the muimur zoea-. 
The God puEsiiei, a huger billow throws, 
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And bunts the bank, ambitious to destn^ 
The man whose fury is ttie fate of Trof. 
He, like the warlike eagle, speeds his pace 

i Swiftest and strongest of th* aerial race) 
i'ar as a spear can fly, Acbille& springs 
At eyety bound ; his clanging armour rin|;s: 
Now here, now there, he turns on every sidd. 
And winds his course before the following tide; 
The waves flow after, wheresoe*er he- wheels^ 
And gather fast, and murmur at his heels. 
So when a peasant to his garden brings 
Soft rills of water firom the bubbling spring?, 
And calls the floods from high to bless his bowen, 
And feed with pregnant streams the plants and flow«it) 
Soon as be clears whatever their pas^e staid, 
And marks the future current with his spade. 
Swift o'er tlie rolling pebbles, down the hilla 
Louder and louder purl the ^ling rills, • ^ 
Before him scattering, they prevent his paint, 
And shine in mazy wanderings o*er the plains 

Still flies Achilles, but before his eyes 
Still swift Scamauder roUs where'er he flies t 
Not all Ms speed escapes'the rapid floods ; , 
The first of men, but not a match for Gods. 
Oft as he tumM the torrent to oppose. 
And bravely try if all the powers were foes ; 
So oft the surge, in watery mountains spread, 
Beats on his back, or bursts upon his head. 
Yet dauntless still the adverse flood he braves, 
And still indignant bounds above the waves. 
Tir'd by the tides, his knees relax with toil ; 
Wash'd from beneath him slides the slim^ toalz 
. When thus (his eyes on heaven's expansion thrown) 
Forth bursts tlie liero with an angry groan : 

is there no God Achilles to beftiend, 
No power f avert his miserable endf 
Prevetit» oh Jove I this ignominious date, 
And make my future life the sport of Fait. 
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Of all HeaveiV« oracles believM in vain, 

But most of rh.etis, must her son complain : 

By Phoebus' darts, slio prophesied iny fall, 

In glorious arms before the Trojan wall. 

O ! had 1 died in fields of battle warm, 

Stretch'd like a hero, by a her9*s arm ! 

Might Hector's spear this dauntless bosom rend. 

And mty swift soul o'eitake my slaughterM friend! 

Ah, no ! Achilles meets a shameful fate, 

Oh how unworthy of the brave and great I 

Like some vde swain, whom on a rainy day. 

Crossing a ford, the torrent sweeps aWay, 

An unregarded carcass to the sea. 

Neptune and i 'alias haste to his relief, 
And tlius in human form address the chief: 
The power of Ocean first. Forbear thy fear, 
O son of t eleus ! Lo, thy Gods appear! 
Behold I from Jove descending to thy aid, 
Propitious Neptune, and the blue-ey'd Maid. 
Stay, and ]he furious flood shall cease to rave ; 
'Tis not thy fate to glut his angry wave. 
But thou, the counsel Heaven suggests, attend ! 
Nor breathe from combat, nor thy sword suspend. 
Till Troy receive her flying sons, till all 
Her routed squadrons pant behind tlieirwall: 
Hector alone shall stand his fatal chance, 
And Hector's blood siiall smoke upon thy lance. 
Thine is the glory doom'd. Thus spake the Gods: 
Then swift ascended to the bri^^ht abodes. 
Stung with new ardour, thus by Heaven impelled. 
He springs impetuous, and invades the field : 
O'er all tli* extended plain the waters snread ; 
ileav'd on tlie bounding billows, dauc'd the dead, 
Floating 'midst scatter'd arms ; while casques of gold. 
And tinn'd-up bucklers, glitter'd as tliey roU'd. 
High o'er the surging tide, by leaps and bounds, 
He wades, and tnounis ; the parted wave resounds. 
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Not a whole river stops the heroes course. 
While Pallas tills hliu wiih inunortal force. 
Wiih equal rage, indignaut Xanthus roars, 
And was his billows, and overwhelms his shores. 

Then thus to Simois - Haste, ii'.y brother flood ! 
And check this mortal that controls a God : 
Our bravest heroes else shall quit the fight. 
And llion tumble from her toweritig he^it. 
Call then thy subject streams, and bid them roar. 
From all thy fountains swell thy watery store, 
With broken rocks, and wiih a load of dead 
Chaj^ the black surge, and pour It on his head. 
Mark how resistless through the floods he goes. 
And boldly bids the warring Gods be foes I 
But nor that force, nor form divine to sight * 

Shall aught avail him, if our reige unite : 
Whelmed under our dark gulfs those arms shall lie^ 
That blaze so dreadful in each Trojan eye ; 
And deep beneath a sandy mountain hurPd 
ImmersM remam this terror of the world. 
Such ponderous ruin shall confound the place^ 
No Greek shall e'er his perishM relics grace, 
No hand his bones shall gather, or inhume ; 
These his cold rites, and this his watery tomb. 

tie said ; and on the chief descends amain, 
Increa«*d with gore, and sv/elling with the slain, 
Then murmuring from his beds, he boils, he raves,. 
And a foam whitens on the purple waves: 
At every step, t)efore Achilles stood 
The crimson surge, and delu^Vl him witli blood. 
Fear touchM the Queen of Heaven ; she saw dianay*d| 
She caird aloud, and summoned Vulcan's aid. 

Rise to the war I th' insulthig flood requires 
Thy wasteful arm : assemble all thy fires I 
While to their aid, by our command enjoinM, 
Rush the swift eastern, and the western wind: 
These fro»n old Ocean at my word shall blow. 
Pour the red torrent on tlie watery foe. 
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Cones and anns to one brigbt ruin turn, 
And hissing riyers to their bottoms bum, 
Go, miglity in thy rage ! display thy power, 
Drink the whole flood, the crackling trees devoar» 
Scorch all the banks : and(tiU our voice reclaim) 
Exert th* unwearied furies of the flame ! > 

The power ignipotent her word obeys: 
Wide o'er the plam he pours the boundless bnuBS. 
At once consumes the dead, and dries the soil ; 
And the shrunk waters in their channel boil 
As when autumnal Boreas sweeps the sky, 
And uistant blows the water'd gardens diy: 
60 lookM the field, so whitenM was the ground. 
While Vukan breathM the fieiy blast around. 
Swift on the sedgy reeds the rum preys ; 
Alonl; the maigin winds the running blaie : 
The trees in flaming rows to ashes turn, 
Tl)e flowery lotos and the tamarisk bum. 
Broad elm, and cypress rising in a spire ; 
The watery billows hiss before the fire. 
Now glow the waves, the fishes pant for breath. 
The eels lie twisting in the pangs of death : 
Now flounce aloft, now dive tlie scaly fiy. 
Or, gaspine, turn their bellies to the sky. 
At length Che river rear'd his languid head. 
And thus, short-panting, to the G^d he said : 

O, Vulcan ! on ! what power resisU thy ni]g|ilf 
J faint, I sink, uneaual to the fight — 

vield— Let llion fall ; if Fate decree ; 
All — bend no more thy fiery arms on me ! 

He ceas*d wide conflagration blazing roucd ; 
The bubbling waters yield a hissing sound. 
As when the flames beneath a caldron rise. 
To melt the fiit of some rich sacrifice, 
Amid the fierce embrace of circling fires 
The waters foam, the heavy smoke aspires: 
So boils the imprison*d flood, forbid to flow. 
And, chok'd with yapours, feels his bottom gkHv. 
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To Juno then, imperial queen of air. 
The burning river sends nis earnest prayer: 

Ah, why, Satumia ! m^st thy son engage 
Me, only me, with all his wasteful rage ! 
On other Gods his dreadful arm employ. 
For mightief Gods assert the cause of Troy. 
Submissive I desist, if thou command ; 
But, ah ! withdraw this all-destroving hand. 
Hear then my solemn oath, to yield to Fata « 

Unaided Ilfon, and her destin'd state, 
Till Greece shall pird her with destructivo flame» / 
And in one ruin smk the Trojan name. 

His warm entreaty touchM Satumia's ear: 
She bade th' Ignipotent his rage forbear. 
Recall the flame, nor in a mortal cause 
Infest a God ; th' obedient flame withdraws: 
Again, the branching streams begin to spread, 
AJid soft re-murmur in their wonted bed. 

While these by Juno's will the strife resign. 
The warring Gods in fierce contention join : 
Re-kindling rage each heavenly breast alarms ; 
With horrid clangour shocked th' ethereal arms: 
Heaven with loud thunder bids the trumpet sound; 
And wide beneath them groans the rendms ground. 
Jove, as his sport, the dreadful scene descries. 
And views contending Gods with careless eyes. 
The Power of battles lifts his brazen spear. 
And first assaults the radian^ Queen or War: 

What mov*d thy madness, thus to disunite 
Ethereal minds, and mix all Heaven in fight? 
What wonder this, when in thy frantic mood 
Thou drov'st a mortal to insult a God ? 
Thy impious hand Tydidcs* javelin bore, 
And madly bath'd it in celestial gore. 

He spoke and smote the loud-resounding sbirid, 
Which bears Jove's thunder on its dreadful field ; 
The adamantine aegis of her Sire, 
That turns the glancing bdt and forked fire. 
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Then turns his fiice ; far beaming beaveidj fiiMb 
And from the senior power submiss retires: 
Him, thus retreating, Artemis upbraids. 
The quivered huntre88 of the Svlvan shades. 

And is it thus the youthful Phcebus flies, 
And yields to Ocean's hoary Sire the orize ? 
How w9Jn that martial i^omp and drcaaful show 
Of pointed arrows, and the silver bow ! 
Now boast no more in yon celestial bower, 
Thy force can match the great earth-shaking Power. 

Silent, he heard the Queen of Woods upbraid: 
Not so Satumia bore the vaunting maid ; 
But furious thus : What insolence has driven 
Thy pride to face the majesty of Heavcfn ? 
What though by Jove the female pla^e design*d. 
Fierce to the feeble race of woraan-kmd, 
The wretched matron fcels ihy piercing dart ; 
Thy sex's tyrant, with a tigcr^j heart? 
What though, tremendous in the wood and chaae, 
Thy certain arrows pierce the savage race? 
Huw dares thy rashness on the powers divine 
Kmploy those arms, or match thy force with mvM 
Ijeatm hence, no more unec|ual war to wage- 
She said, and seizM her wnsts MOth eager rage ; 
These in her left hand locked, her right untied 
The bow, the quiver, and its plumy pride. 
About her temples flies the busy bow ; 
How here, now there. She winds her from the blow; 
The scattering anows rattling from the case, 
Drop round, and idly mark the dusty place. 
Swift from the field the baflSed huntress flies, 
And scarce restaios the torrent in her eyes: 
So wiien the falcon wings her way above, 
To the cleft cavern speeds the gentle dove, 
^ot ftited yet to die) there safe retreats, 
x«t still her heart against the marble beats. 

To her, Latona hastes with tender care, 
Wbons Hermes viewing, tlms deelmet the wwt ! 
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How sball I tttot tiie dam* w^ ^ves delig^ 
To him whose thuDders bladben heaven with njgjbt? 
Go, matchless Goddess ! triumph in the skies, 
Aud boast mj conquest, while 1 yield the prixa. 

He spoke ; and past . I Atona, stooping low» 
Collects the scattered shafts, and foUen bow, 
Tbaty glittering on the dust, lay here and then ; 
Dishonoufd rdics of Diana^s war. 
Tjien swift pursued her to her blest abode. 
Where all confusM sl'^ sought the Sovereign God; 
Weeping she gra^*d his knees: th* ambrosial veit 
Sh€X>k with her sigbs, and panted on her breast. 

The Sire superior smiled ; and bade her show 
What heavenly band had causM his daughtex*8 wo ; 
Abosh'd, she names his own Imperial spouse i 
And the pole crescent &des upon her brows. 
, Thus tney above: while swiftly gliding down, 
Ap«i|k> enters llion*s sacred town : 
The Guardian God now trembled for her wall, 
And fearM the Greeks, though Fate forbade her fidi. 
Back to Olympus, from the war^s alarms, 
Return the shming bands of Gods in arms ; 
Some proud in triumph, some with rage on fire ; 
And take their throne's around th* ethertal Sixa. 

Thro* blood, thro* death, Achilles still proceed^ 
O'er slaughtered heroes, and o*er rolling; steeds. 
As when avenging 6ames, with fonr dnven, 
On gufl^ towns exert the wrath of Heaven ; 
The pale inhabitants, some fall, some fly; 
And the^nd vapours purple all the sky: 
So rag*d Achilles: death and dire dismay. 
And toils, and terrors, fill*d the dreadful day. 

High on a turret hoanr Priam stands. 
And marks the waste of his destructive ha«dt; 
Views, fr0m his arm, the Trojans* 8catter*d flighlt 
And the near hero rising qd his siditi 
No step, no ciieck, no aid ! With weble paoCb 
And settled tonow on his aged ftoe^ 
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Fast as he could, he sighing quits the walls; 
And thuSf descending, on the guards he calls: 

You to whose care our city-gates belong, 
Set wide yuur ix>rtals to the flying throng: 
For lo ! hie comes, with unresisted sway ; 
He comes, and desolation marks his way ! 
But wlten within the walls our troops taJie breath, 
Lock fast the brazen bars, and shut out death. 
ThuschargM the reverend monarch: wide' were ikng 
The opening folds ; the sounding hinges rung. 
Phcebus rushVi foith, the flying bands to meet ; 
Struck slaughter back, and covered tlie retreat. 
On heap^the Tnijans crowd to gain the gate, 
Andt gladsome, see their last escape iirom Fate. 
Thither, all parched with tliirst, a heartless train. 
Hoar}' with dust they beat the hollow plaia: 
And, gasping, panting, fainting, labour on 
With heavier strides, that lengthen toward the 
Enraged Achilles follows with his spear ; 
Wild wi^h revenge, insatiable of war. 

Then had the Greeks eternal pnuse acquired. 
And Troy inglorious to her walls rei':r*d ; 
But he,' tlie God who darts ethereal flame. 
Shot down to save her, and redeem her fame. 
To young A^nor forr^ divine he gave 

{Antenor*8 oflspring, haughty, l>old, and brave ;) 
n aid of him, beside the beach he sate. 
And, wrapt in clouds, restraint the hand of Fate» 
When now tlie generous ^'outh Achilles spies. 
Thick beats his nenrt, the troubled motioos rise, 
(So, ere a storm, the waters heave and roll ;) ' 
He stops and questidns thus his mighty soul : 

What, shall 1 fly this terror of the plain? 
Like others fly, and lie like others slam ? 
Vain hope to shun him by the selfsame road 
VoD line o slaugliter'd Trojans lately trod, 
• Afolle. 
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No: witli the common heap T scorn lo fiill— 
What if they passed me to the Trojan wall, 
l^hUe I decline to yonder path, that leads 
To Ida*8 forests and surrounding shades ? 
So may I reach, conceaPd, thecooline flood, 
From my tir*d body wash the dirt and blood« 
As soon as night her dusky veil extends. 
Return in safety to my Trojan friends. 
What iff—But wherefore all this vain debaie? 
Stand I to doubt, within the reach of Fatef 
E*en now perhaps, ere yet 1 turn the wall, 
The fierce Achilles sees me, and I fall: 
Such is his swiftness, *tis in vain to fly, 
And such his valour, that who stands must die. 
However *fis better, fighting for the state, 
Here, and in public view, to meet my iate. 
Tet sure he too is mortal ! he niay feel 
(Like all the sons of earth) the force of steel ; 
One only soul informs that dreadful firame ; 
And Jove's sole favour gives him all his fitme. 

He said, and stood, collected in his might ; 
And all his beating bosom claimed the fight. 
So from some deep-grown wood a panther starts, 
Rous'd from his thicket by a storm of darts: ' 

Untaught to fear or fly, he hears the sounds 
Of shouting hunters, and of clamorous hounds ; 
The* struck, tho* wounded, scarce perceives the psli| 
And the barb*d javelin stings liis breast in vain: ; 

On their whole war, untam'd the savage flies; 
And tears his hunter, or beneath him oies. 
Not less resolvM, Antenor's valiant heir 
Ck>nfit>nts Achilles, and awaits the war. 
Disdainful of retreat : high-held before, 
His sliield (a broad circumference) he bore* 
Then graceful as he stood in act to throw 
Tlte lifted javelin, thus bes|)oke tlie foe : 

How proud Achilles |lories in his fiune ! 
And hopes this day to sink the Trojan nanoe / 
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Beneath hsriiikit! Know, that hope ie vain; 
A thousand woes, a thousand toik, ramain. 
Pkurents and children our just artne emdloj. 
And itrong, and many, are the sons of Trojr. 
Great as thoo art, e*en thou inay*8t stain with fon 
These Phrygian fields, and press a foreign shore. 

He said ; with matchless force the javeliu duag 
Smote on his knee ; the bcdlow cuishes rung 
Beneath the pointed steel ; but safe from harmi 
He stands impassive in th* ethereal arms. 
Then fiercely rushing on the daring foe. 
His lifted arm prepares the fotal bfow : 
But, jealous of his &me, Apollo shrouds 
The godlike Trojan in a veil of clouds. 
Safe nom pursuit, and shut from mortal view, 
Dismiss'd with fi&me, the favour*d youth withdmr* 
MeanwhUe the God, to cover their escape, 
Assumes Agenor's habit, voice, and shape. 
Flies firom uie furious cliief in this disguise ; 
The furious chief still follows where be flies. 
Now o'er the fields they stretch with lengthened sUiii i n , 
Now urge the course where swift Scamandevglidaa: 
The God now distant scarce a stride before. 
Tempts his pursuit, and wheels about the shore; 
While all the flying troops their speed employ. 
And pour on heaps into the walls of Troy: 
No atop, no stay ; no thought to ask or tell. 
Who *scap*d by flight, or who by battle feU. 
Twas tumult all, luid violence of flight: 
And sudden joy confus*d,and muM affrigbt: 
Pale Troy against Achilles shuts her gate ; 
And nations breaiba, deliv«r*d fiDom their ftta. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

Th^DemikofHtctor. 

The Trofaoi heiag lafe within the walls. Hector oiilj sUjt t9 
oppose Atthilles. Friam is struck at his approach, and iriea 
topersoade his ion to re-enter the town. Hecuba joins hor 
•atreaties, but in rain. Hector consults within himself wbift 
neawirm to take; bat, at the adyance of Achilles, hisratO' 
lotion fkib %kn. and he flies ; Achilles pursues him tkriM 
round the walls of Troy. The Gods debate conccniia|[ tb* 
fate of Hector; at lenffth Minervtf descends to the aid of 
Achilles. Skt deludes Hector in the shape ot Peinhobuf s 
be stands the combat and is slain. Achilles drags the dead 
body at bis chariot, in the sight of Priam and H<^cuba. Their 
lamentations, tears and despair. Their cries reach the eart 
of Aadtaroache. who, ignorant of this, was retired into tb« 
inner part of the palace ; she mounts op to the walls* aod ba* 
boldf her dead basband. She swoons at the spectacle. Hat 
cxeesi of grief and lamentation. 

The tbirtietb dar still continues. The scene fies under tb« 
walla, and aa tbe battlements of Troy. 



TRUf to their bidwaiks, emit with panic fear, 
Tbe lierded Ilions nuih tike driven deer; 
Therftlmlb, tbfly wipe their briny drops away. 
And diown in bowls the labours of the day. 
ClosB to the walls, advancing o*er the fielris, 
Beneath one roof of well-compacted shields, 
March, binding on, the Greeks^ embodied powers, 
Far-stretching tn the shade of Troian towers. 
Great Hector nngHy staid ; chainM down by Fate, 
There fix*d be stood before the Scean gate; 
Still his bq^d aims determined to empkiy, 
The fitmidian still of long-defended Troy. 
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ApoUo now to tirM Achilles turns 
rrhe power confest in all his glory bums.) 
And what (he cries) has Peleus^ son in vievr^ 
With mortal speed a Godhead to pursue ? 
For not to thee to know the Gods is given, 
UnskillM to trace the latent nwrks of Heaven. 
What boots thee now, that Troy forsook the plain f 
Vain thy past labour, and thy present vain : 
Safe in their walls are now her troops bestow'd. 
While here thy frantic rage attacks a God. 

The chief incens'd— Too partial God of Day! 
To check my conquests in the middle way: 
How few in Uton else had refUce found ! 
What gasping numbers now had bit the ground! 
Thou robb*6t me of a glory justly mine, 
Powerful of Godhead, and of fraud divine; 
Mean &me, alas ! for one of heavenly stnin. 
To cheat a mortal who repines in vain. 

Then to the city terrible and strong, 
With high and haughty steps he tower'd along. 
So the proud courser, victor of the prize. 
To the near goal with double ardour flie& 
Htm, as he blazing shot across the field, 
Tlie careful eyes of Priam first beheld. 
Not hi^lf so dreadful rises to the sight, 
Through the thick gloom of some tempestuous n^gblt 
Ononis dog (the year when autumn weighs) 
And o*er tne feebler stars exerts his rays; 
Terrific glory ! for his burning breath 
Tainu the red air with fevers, plagues, and dentil. 
So flamM his fiery mail. Then wept the saga ; 
He strikes his reverend head, now white wnh a^Bt 
He h(ia his withered arms ; obtesU the skiea; 
He calls his much-lov*d son with feeble criM; 
The son resolvM Achilles* force to dare, 
Full at the Scaeati gates expects the war; 

Nile the sad father on tbejrampart standg^ 
^ thus adjures him witli extended handi: 
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Ah stay not, stay not ! guardless and alone ; 
Hector ! my lovM, my dearest, bravest son ! 
Methinks already I behold thee slain, 
And stretchM beneath that fury of the plain. 
Implacable Achilles ! might^st thou be 
To all the Gods no dearer than to me ! 
Thee, Vultures wild should scatter round the thoN^ 
- And bloody does grow fiercer from thy gore. 
How niany valiant sons 1 late eujoy*a. 
Valiant in vain ! by thy curst arm destroyed: ' 
Or worse than slaugiiterM, sold in distant islet 
To shameful bondage and unworthy tolls. 
Two, while I speak, my eyes in vain explore, ) 
Two from one niother sprung, my Polydore > 

And lovM Lycaon ; now perhaps no more ! ) 

Ob ! if in yonder hostile camp they live, 
What heaps uf gold, what treasures, would I dve! 
n'iieir grandsire's wealth by right of birth their o«n« 
Consien'd his daughter with Lelegia*s throne) 
But if (which heaven forbid) already lost, 
All indt they wander on the Stygian coast; 
What sorrows tiien must their sad mother knoiTt 
What anguish I ! unutterable wo ! 
Tet less that anguish, less to her, to me. 
Less to all Troy, if not depriv*d of thee. 
Yet shun Achilles ! enter vet the wall ; 
And spare thyself, thy father, spare us all ! 
8ave tny dear life ; or, if a soul so brave 
Neglect that thought, tliy dearer glor^ save. 
Btv, while vet I live, these silver hairs ; 
While yet thy father feels the woes he bears, 
Yet curst with sense ! a wretch whom in hit nqpfr 
lAU trembling on the verge of helpless age) 
Great Jove has placed, sad spectacle of pam f 
The bitter dregs of fortune^s cup to drain: 
To fill with scenes of death his closing c 
And number all bit dajt bjr miserietr 
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My daughtecs mvish^d, and my cities bumM, 
My bleeding in&nU dash*d against the floor; 
These I have yet to see, perhaps yet more ! 
Perhaps e^en 1, reeervM by angiy Fate 
The last sad relic of my ruin*d state, 
(Dire.pomp of eoveraign wretchedaessh must fiim 
And stain tlie pavement of my reg^ hall ; 
Where fiimishM dogs, late guardians of my doiMa 
Sliall lick their mangled master's scattered gor«. 
Vet for mjr sons I thank you, Gods ! *twas well; 
Well have they perisb'd, ibr ia fi^ht tliey felL 
Who^dies ia youth and vigour, dtes the best, 
Struck throu^ with wounds, all honest on the brttfl 
But, when the Fates in fulness of their ragie. 
Spurn the hoar head of unresisting age. 
In diist the ceveieiid lineaments deform, 
Ai|d pour to doge the lile«blood scarcely wana ; 
This, this 18 misery ! the last, the wprst, 
That man can ieel; man, &ted to be curst ! 

He said, and acting what no words could say. 
Rent fmn his head the silver locks away. 
With Kim the mournful mother bears a part; 
Yet all their sorrows turn not Hector's heart : 
The zone unbracM, her bosom she disp1ay*d.; 
And thus, fast fiUling the salt tears, she said : 

Have mennr on me, O my son ! revere 
The words or age; attend a parentis pn^yer ! 
If ever thee in uese fond arms I prest, 
Or stillM thy iniant cuuiiours at this breast t 
Ah, do not thus our helpless years foregp, 
But, \ff our walls secured, repel the foe.' 
Against his rag^ if singly thou proceed, 
Shouldstthou (but heaven avert it !) sbouMvt Hkw IiIm< 
Nor must thy corpse lie honoured on th0 oi«r. 
Nor spouse, nor mother, grace thee with a tefir s 
Far from <Air pious rites, those dear remains 
Muft feast the vultures on tlie nakea pWoe. 
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S^ they, while down tbetr cheeks die „ 
But'fixM remains the purpose of bis soul 
fie^lv*d he stands, and witha lievy ^ance 
Expects the hero*s terrible aovance. 
So, roUM up in his den, the WFettin 
Beholds the tAveller approach the 
When fed with noxious herbs h« tuigid 
Have gatherM half the poisons of the p 
He burns, he stifiens with eoBected ire, 
Anc^ hift-ied eyeballs glaxe with living fiie. 
Beneath a turret, on his shidd reclin*d, 



He stood, and question'd thus his mighty i 

Wiiete fies my way f To enter in the wall? 
Honour and shanie th* ungenerous thought lecall. 
Shall (>foud Polydamas before Uie gtue 
Proclaifn, his counsete are obeyM too late. 
Which timely fellow'd but the former night. 
What numbers had been sav*d by Hector's ffi{|^? 
That wise advice tejected with disdain, 
I feel my folly in my people slain. 
Methinks my suffering country's voice I hear. 
But mo0 her worthless sons insult my ear. 
On my rash courage chaige the chance of war, 
And blame those virtues which they cannot ' 
No — if ^ e^er return, return I must 
Glorious, my coantry*s terror laid m dust: 
Or, if I perish, let her see me fall 
In fi^ld at least, and fighting for her wall 
And yet suppose these measures I forego, 
Ap^noach unarm*d, and parley with the foe. 
The warrior-shirid, the helm, and lance lay dowAi 
And treat on terms of peace to save the town: 
Tli« wifo withheld* the treasure ill detainM, 
fCaoseof the war, and grievance of the land) 
With honourable justice to restore ; 
And aiM htttf IHoo's yet remaining store, 
Which Tray shall,, sworn, produce ; that injur'd GreMs 
May share our wealth, and leave our walls in peace. 
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But why this thought? UnanuM if I should 50, } 

What hope of meicv from this veng^ul foe, S 

But woinan-like to mil, and' fall without a blow ? ) 

We grait not here, as luan conversing man. 

Met %t, an oak, or joumeyiag oVr a plain ; 

No season now for calm lamiliar talk. 

Like youths and maidens in an evening walk: 

War IS our business, but to whom is given 

To die, or triumph, that determine, Heaven ! 

Tlius pondering, like a God the Greek drew ni^ 
His dreadful plumage nodded from on high ; 
The Pelian javelin m his better hand. 
Shot trembling rays that gUtter'd o*er the land ; 
And on bis breast tlie beamy splendoun shone 
Like Jove*s own lightning or the rising sun, 
As Hector sees, unusual terrors rise, 
Struck by some God, he fears, recedes, and fliea» 
He leaves tlie gates, be leaves the walls behind i 
Achilles follows like tlie winged wind. 
Thus at the panting dove a fiikon flies 
(The swiflest racer of the liquid skies) ^ 
Just when ho holds, or thinks he holds his prey, 
CX>Iiquely wheeling through th* aerial wajr; 
With-open beak and shriuing cries he spriii|^ 
And aims his claws, and shoots upon his wings; 
No less fore-riffht the rapid chase they held. 
One ur^'d by niiy, one by fear impellM ; 
Now circling round the walls their course n1amtafa|^ 
Where the high watch-tower overlooks the plain ; 
Now where tlie fig-trees spread their umbrage broad, 
(A wider compass) smoke along the road. 
Next by Scamander's double source they bound. 
Where two iam*d fountains burst the parted |rcuiid; 
This, hot through scorching clefts, is seen to rue, 
With exhalations sttemicg to the skies ; 
That, the green banks in summer's heat overflow!, 
like erystal clear, and cold as winter snows. 
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Each gushinc fount a marble cistern lilK 
Whose polUh*d bed recciYes the falling rHlt; 



Where Trojan dames (ere yet alarm'd by (»« 
Wasli*d their foir earmeuts in the days of peact. 
By these tliey Das8M,,one chasing, one in flight* 
(Tiie mighty fled, pursued by stronger mighs.^ 
Swift was the course ; no vulgar prize they playt 
No vulgar victim must reward the dny, 
(Such as in laces crown the speedy strife.) 
The prize contended was great Hector^s life. 

As when some hem's funerals are decreed 
In grateful honour of the mighty dead ; 
Wliere high rewards the vigorous youth inflamet 
(Some gplden tripod, or some lovely dame;) 
Tlte panting coursers swiftly turn the goal. 
And with them turns the raised spectatoi*s souL 
Thus three times round Uid Trojan wall they fly $ 
The gazing Gods lean forward from the sky : * 
To whom, while eager on the chase they look. 
The sire of mortals and immortals'spoke : 

Unworthy sight ! the man belov'd of Heaveti, 
Behold, uigforious round you city driven ! 
My hetjurt partakes the generous Hector's pun ; 
Hector, whose zeal whole hecatombs has slain. 
Whose erateful fumes the Gods received with )oy, 
Prom Ida's summits, and tlie towers of Tiqy : 
Now see him flying ! to his fears resign'd. 
And Fate, and fierce Achilles close behind. 
Consult, ye Powers ! ('tis worthy your debate) 
Whether to snatch him from hnpendixig Fate, 
Or let him bear, by stem Pelides slain, 
(Good as be is) the lot impos'd on man ? 

Then Pallas thus: Shall he whose vengeance Ibnm 
The fbrky bolt, and blackens heaven with stonnsi 
Shall he prolons one Trojan's fortipit breath! 
A man, a mortd, pre-ordain'd to death ! 
And vSt no muhnurs fill the courts above ? 
Hp Gods indignant Mame thair partial Joval 



Go then (retained the Sire) wktoa 6§k,ft 
Exert thy will; I give the Fates their way. 
Swift at the mandate pleas'd Tritonia msy 
And stoops knpetuoua firona the cteaYing skjaa. 

Ac through uie fbicst, o^er the vf|le and lawot 
The incell-breathM beagle drives the flying Setiimi 
Iiv vain iM tries the covert of the brakes, 
Or deep beneath the trembling thicket shakes i 
Sure of the vapour in the tainted dews. 
The certam hound his various maae puisuea. 
Thus step by step, wherever tlie Trojan wheel*d* 
There swift Achdles compass'd round the field. 
Oft as t9 reach the Dardan gates he bends. 
And hopes the assistance of his pitying frie&dk^ 
(Whose showering arrows as hecoursM below, 
F|om the high turrets might oppress the foe) 
So oft AchiUes turns him to the plain : 
He eyes the city, but he eyes in vain. 
As men in shunber seem with speedy pace 
One to pursue, and one to lead the chaset 
Their sinking limbs the foncied course £»sakcw 
Nor this can fly, nor that can overtake) 
No less the laboiuring heroes pant and strain ; 
While that but flies, and this pursues in vain. 

Wh^ God, O Muse ! assisted Hector's i6roe» 
With Fate itself so long to hold the course? 
Phoebus it was; who, in his latest hour. 
Endued his knees with strength, his nerves wJSh|W»« 
And great Achilk»,le6t some Greek's advance 
Should snatch the gk>ry from his lifted laooe» 
Signed to the troops to yield his foe the way. 
And leave untouched the honours of the day* 

iave lifts the golden balances, that show 
The fiMes of mortal men, and things betow : 
Here each contending hero's lot he tries^ 
And weighs, with equal hand, their destmiet. 
Low smks the scale surcbaig'd with Hecioc's fide; 
Heavy with death, it tinkii and heU nonv^ ih».iu%M 
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. Then Ph«^s left bin. Fierce SfiiieTva ffiw 
^o stem Pelides, and trkimj^iiiix cries: 
Oh, lovM oi Jove ! this day otuTabours cease, 
And conqaest blazes with AiU beams on Gxoece. 
Great Hector iaUs; that ilt tor &uaM so &r, 
Cifunk with renown, insafc aLle of war, 
Falls by thy hand, and mine ! nor force nor fliglit 
Sliall more avail him, nor his God of light 
See, where in vain he supplicates above, 
RollM at the feet of unrelenting Jove I • 
Rest here : myself will lead the Trojan on« 
And urge to meet the fete he cannot shun. 

Her voice divine the chief with joyful mind 
Obeyed ; and rested, on his lance reclined. 
While like Dei'phobus the martial Dame 
(Her face, her gesture, and her arms the same) 
In show and aid, by hapless Hector's side 
ApproachM, and greets him thus with voice belied. 
Too Ions, O Hector, have 1 borne the sight 
Of this distress, and sorrowM in thy flight t 
It fits us now a noble stand to make, 
And here, as brdthers, equal fates psutake. 

Then He : O pnnce ! allied in bibod and &me. 
Dearer than all that own a brother*s narno ; 
Of all that Hecuba to Priam bore, 
Long tried, long lov'd ; much lov'd,but honoured 
Since you of aB our numerous race, alone 
Defend my life, regardless of your own. 

Again the goddess ; much my fether's prayer^ 
And much my mother's, prest me to forbear : 
My friends embraced my knees, adjurM my sta/i 
But stronger love impelled, and 1 obey. 
Come then, the glorious conflict let us try, 
Let the steel sparkle, and the iavelin fly: 
Or let us stretch Achilles on the field. 
Or to his arm our bloody trophies yield. 
Fraudful'-ihe said ; then swiftly nuuchM befoc^i 
The Ihurdan h«ro shuas hia foaao moi% 
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Sternly they met The slleiice Hector broke ; 
His dreadful plumage nodded as he spoke: 

Enough, O son of I'eleus ! I'roy has view*d 
Her walls tiirice circled, and her chief pursu'A 
Cut now some (lod within nte bids me try 
Thine, or my fate : i kill thee or i die. 
Yet on the verge of battle let us stay, 
And for a nioiiient*s space suspend the day-; 
Let Heaven^s high powers be calfd to arbitiali 
The just conditit}iis of this stem debate. 
fEternal witnesses of all below, 
And faithful guardians of the treasured tow!^ 
To them I swear ; if victor in the strife, 
Jove by these hands shall shed thy noble liie, 
ilo vile dislionour shall thy corpse pursue : 
Stript of its arms alone (the conqueror's due) 
The rest to Greece uninjurM TU restore: 
Now plight tlw mutual oath, I ask no nrwre. 

Talk not of oaths (the dreadful chief rcpUe^ 
While anger flashed from his disdainful eyes) 
Detested as thou art, and ought to be, 
Nor oath nor pact Achilles plights with thee. 
Such pacts, as lambs and rabid wolves combine 
Such leagues as n^cn and furious lions join, 
To such 1 call the Gods! one constant state 
Of lasting rancour and eternal hate ; 
No thougnt but rag^, and never-ceasing strife. 
Till death extinguish rage, and thought and life 
Rouse then thy forces this important hour. 
Collect thy soul, and call forth all thy power. 
No farther subterfuge, no farther chance ; 
*Ti8 l^allas, I^allas gives thee tu my lance. 
Each Grecian ghost, by thee deprived of breatk 
Now hovers roimd, and calls thee to thy death. 

He spoke, and launchVI his javelin at the lot 
But Hector shunnM the meditated blow: 
He stoopM, while o'er his head the flymg spew 
Sunk innocept, and spent ite force in air. 
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MIoerva watchM it falling on the land, 

Then drew, and gave to great Achilles* hand. 

Unseen of Hector, who, elate with joy. 

Now shakes his lance, and braves the dread of Troyi 

The life you blasted to that javelin giv^i. 
Prince ! you have missM. My Tate depends on beareB. 
To tl'iee, presumptuous as thou ai*t, unRnown 
Or what must prove my fortune, or thy own. 
Boasting is but an art, our fears to blind, 
And with false terror sinlc another^s miud. 
But know, whatever fate I am lo.try, 
By no dishonest wound shall Hector die ; 
I shall not fall a fugitive at least. 
My soul shall bravely issue from my breast. 
But first try thou mv arm ; and may this dart 
End all my countr)'*s woes, deep buried in thy heart. 

The weapon flew, its course unerring held ; 
Unerring, but the heavenly shield repeUM 
The mortal dart; resulting with a bound 
From off the ringing orb, it struck the ground. 
Hector beheld his javelin fall in vain. 
Nor other lance nor other hope remain ; 
He calls Deiphobus, demands a spear, 
In vain, for no Deiphobus was there. 
All comfortless he stands : tlien, with a sigh, 
*Tis so — Heaven wills it, and my hour is nigh ! 
I deem*d Deiphobus had heard my call, 
But he secure lies guarded in the wall. 
A God decievM me : Pallas, twas thy deed. 
Death and black Fate approacji ! Uis I must bleed. 
No refuge now, no succour from above. 
Great Jove deserts me, and the son of Jove, 
Propitious once, and kind! then welcome Fate! 
*Tis true 1 perish, yet i perish great: 
Yet in a mighty deed I shall expire, 
Let future ages hear it, and admire ! 

Fierce, at the word, his weighty eword be i 
And, all collected, on Achilles fiew. 



So Jove*B bold biid, hi^jti bakmcM in Uie mt. 
Stoops fidm the doiids to truss tbo quivering banu 
Nor less Achilles his fierce soul prepares. 
Before his breast the flamiug shield he beao^ 
Refulgent orb I above his murfold cone 
The gild«d horse-hair sparkled in the sun, 
Nodding at every step : ( Vulcanian frame !) 
And as he mov*d bis figure seemed on flame. 
As radiant Hesper shines with keener light, 
Far- beaming o*er the silver host of nigiit. 
When all the starry train emblaze the sphere: 
So shone the point of great Achilles' spear. 
In his right hand he waves the weapon sounds 
£yes the whole man, and meditates the wound: 
But the rich mail Patroclus lately wore, 
Se<ntfely cas'd the warrior's body o*er: 
One place at length he spies, to let in Fate, 
Where *twixt the neck and throat the iointed platt 
Gave entrance: through that penetrable pait 
Furious be drove the well directed dart : 
Nor pierc'd the wind'pipe yet, nor took the pow«r 
Of speech, unhappy ! from thy dying -hour. 
Prone on the field the bieediog warrior lies. 
While thus, triumphing, stern Achilles cries: 

At last is Hector stretch'd upon the plain. 
Who fekr'd no vengeance for Patroclus slain: [kd; 
Then, prince ! you should have feai'd, what you man 
Achilles absent, was Achilles stiU. 
Yet a short space the great avenger staid, 
rheo tow in dust thy strength and gloiy laid. 
Peaceful he sleeps, with aU our rites adom^ 
For ever honourd and for ever moumM: 
While, east to ail the rag? of hostile power. 
Thee, birds shall mangle, and the dogs devour. 

llien Hector, fiunting at th' approach of deadi. 
By thy own soul ! by those who ^ve thee braaib ! 
By al) die saered prevalence of prayer ; 
Ah, leave me not ior Grecian doge to loar i 
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Thecoinindn rites of sepulture bestow, 
To sooth a father^s anci a mother's wo ; 
Let thtiir large gifts pocure an urn at Ustat, 
Ami H6ctor*s aslies in his countrr lesL 

No, wretch accurst ; relentless he replies, 
(Flames, as be spoke, shot flashing from his eyts) 
Not tbo^ who g^ve me breath should bid me spai^i 
Nor all the sacred prevalence of prayer. 
Could I myself the bloody banquet join I 
No— to the dogs that carcass I resign. 
Should Troy, to bribe me, bring forth all her stovo, 
\nd, giving thousands, offer ttousands more ; 
Should Dardan Priam, and his weepmg dame. 
Drain their whole realm to buy one funeral flame t 
Their Flector on the pile they should not see, 
Nor rob t)ie vultures of one limb of thee. 

Tlien thus the chief his dying accents drew ; 
Thy rage, implacable ! too well I knew : 
The Furies tnat relentless breast have steePd, 
And curst thee with a heart that cannot yield. 
Yet think, a dav will come, when Fate^s decree 
And angry Gods shall wreak this wrong on thee ; 
Phoebus and Paris shall avenge iny fate. 
And stretch thee here, before this Scsean gate. 
He ceasM. The Fates supprest his labouring bresth» 
And his eyes stiffened at the hand of death ; 
To the dark realm the spirit wings its way 
(The manly body left a loa^of clay,) 
And bhiintive ghdes along the dreary coast, 
A naked, wandering, melancholjr ghost ! 

A.cbilles, musing as be roIPd his eyes 
0*er the dead liero, thus (unheard) replies: 
Die thou the first ! when Jove and Heaven ordain, 
1 follow thee— He said, and stripped the datn. 
Then, forcing backward from the g»ping wound 
The reekine javelin, cast it on the ground. 
The thninging Greeks behold with wondering eyes 
Ilia manly beauty and superior inie i 
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While somo ignoUer, tiie great dead deftca 
With wounds unsenerous, or with taunts disgrace t 
*« How chang'd that Hector ! who, like Jove of latr« 
Sent lightning on our fleets, and scattered fiite !** 

High o*er the slain the great AchiUes stands, 
Bcfirt with heroes, and surrounding bands; 
And thus aloud, while all the host attends: 
Princes aiyl leaders! countrymen and friends! 
Since now at length the powerful will of Heaven 
THe dire destroyer to our ann has given. 
Is not Troy &irn already f Haste, ye povi'on! 
See, if already theu: deserted towers 
Are left unmannM ; or if they yet retain 
The souls of heroes, their great Hector slain f 
But what is Troy, or |lory what to me f 
Or wliy reflects my mmd on aught but tbea. 
Divine Patroclus ! Death has sealed his eyes; 
Unwept, unhonourM, uninterM, he lies ! 
Can his dear image from my soul depart. 
Long as the vital spirit moves my heart? 
If, in the melancholy shades below, 
The flames of friends and lovers cease to glow* 
Yet mine shall sacred last; mine undecay*d 
Bum on through death, and animate my shade. 
Meanwhile, ye sons of Greece, in triumph briog 
The corse of Hector, and your peeans sing. 
Be this the song, slow-moving toward the sbora^ 
** Hector is dead, and Ilion is no more.** 

Then his fell soul a thought of vengeance bn4 
(Unworthy of himself and of the dead,) 
The nervous ancles bofd, his feet he bound 
With thongs inserted through the double wound 
These fix*a up high belnnd the rolling wahi. 
His graceAjl head was traiPd along the plaio^ 
Proud on his car th* insulting victor stood. 
And bore aloft his arms distilling blood. 
He smites the steeds; the rapid chariot fltef ; 
The sudden clouds of circUi:^ dust aiise. 
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7ow lost is all that Armidable air ; 
The fiuse divine, and lung-descending hair, 
'urpie the ground, and streak the sable sand ; 
Deionn^df dishonour'd, in bis native land, 
jiven to the rage of an insulting throng ! 
\nd in bis parents' sight now dragg*d along ! 

The mother first beheld with sad survey : f 
She rent her tresses, venerably gray, > 

And cast, far ofi^ the regal veils away. ) 

With piercing shrieks his bitter &te she moans, • 
While the sad &ther answers groans with groans, 
Tears after tears his mournful cheeks overflow, « 
And the whole city wears one fiiceof woe: 
No less than if the rage of hostile ftres. 
From her foundations curling to her spires, 
0*er the proud cit&del at length should rise. 
And the last blaze send Ilion to the skies. 
The wretched monarch of the falling state,' 
Distracted, presses to the Dardan gate. 
Scarce the whole people stop his (iesperate coiurti^ 
While strong affliction gives the feeble force : 
Grief tears his heart, and drives him to and fio, 

In all the*raging impotence of wo. 

At length he roUM in dust and thus begun, 

Imploring all, and naming one by one; 

Ah ! let me, let me go where sorrow calls; 

I, only I, will issue from your walls, 

(Guide or companion, friends I I ask you none) 

And bow before the murderer of ray sou. ^ 

My grief perhaps his pity may engage ; 

Ferliaps at least he may respect my age. 

He has a father too ; a man like me; 

On-, not exempt from age and misery: 

(Vigorous no more, as when his young embilM 

Begot this pest of me and all my race.) i 

How many valiant sons in early bloom. 

Has that curst band sent headlong to the tonib! 
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Thee, Hector! last; tfajr Iom (dhniMly baf«> 
Sinks my sad soul with sorrow to the ^ras •. 
Oh, faaci thy gentle spirit pasa'd in peace, 
The son expiring in the sirens embracep 
While both thy panau wept thy fiuttl hour, 
And, bending o*er thee, mix^d the tender shawei 1 
Some comfort that bad been, some sad rdia^ 
To melt in full satiety of grW ! 

Thus wailM the fitthar, grovelling on the grouat 
And all the eyes of llion stnam'd around. 
Amidst her juaixDus Uecuba apfiears, 
A mourping princess, and a train in tears) 
Ih, why has t^Yen pralDngM this hated bteaik^ 
Patient of horrors, to behold thy death f 
O Hector ! late thy parents pride and Joy, 
The boast of nations! the delence of Trov ! 
To whom her safety and her &ine she ow*d; 
Her chief, lier hero, and almost her God 2 
O fatal change ! become in one sad day 
A senseless corse ! inanimated clay ! 

Bat not as yet tlie fatal news has miead 
To fair Andromache, of Hector deaa ; 
As yet no messenger had told his &te, 
Nor eT*n his stay without the Scasan gate. 
Far in the close recesses of the dome, 
Pensive she plied the melancholy loom; 
A growing work emp^y'd her secret houf% 
Confus'dly gay with intermingled flowers. 
Her fiiir-hair'a handmaids heat the braien ll■^ 
The bath preparing for her lord's return : 
In vain : alas ! her lord returns no more-* 
UnbathM he lies, and bleeds along the shore! 
Now from the walls the clamoura reach her eai^ 
And all her members shake with sudden ftari 
ll'orth from her ivory hand the shuttle falls, 
As thus, astonished, to her maids she calls: 

Ah, fbUtMT ma! ^e coed] what plaintive wirft 
invades my car? n:*is sure my mother's voice! 
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My fault8ring)E.Qoef timr trembling fimme dsMi^ 
A pulae unusual flutters at my heart; 
Some strange disat^erf soma reverse of fiUe 

Ye Gods avert it U threats the Trojan state. 

■"ar be the omen wnith my thoughts suggest ! 
But, much I fear my Uec^r^ dauntless hieaal 
Coflti&onts AohiUea; chas'd along the plain* 
Shut from our walls! I fear, I fMtx him slainl 
Safe in the crowd he ever scora*d to wait, 
And ftought foi glory in the jaws of &te: > 
Pcrli9ps tliat noble heat has cost his breath. 
Now quench'd for ever in the arms of death. 

She spoke.; and furious, with distracted paca, 
Fears in her heart, and anguish in her &ce, 
Flies through the dome (tlie maids her stens pursaa,) 
And mounts the walls, and sends around her viaw. 
Too soon her eyes the killing object found, 
The godlike Hector dragged along tlie ground. 
A sudden darkness shades her swimmingieyes: 
She foints, she falls ; her breath, her comr ffiea 
Her hair's ^r omamenlB, the braids that bound, 
The net that held them, and the wreath that orown*4 
The* veil and diadem, flew fiur away, 
(The gift of Venus on her brid^ day.) 
Around a train of weeping sisters stands 
To raise her sinking with assistant hand& 
Scarce from the verge of death recalled, ngpua 
She &ints, or but recovers to complain : 

O wretched husband of a wretched wife ! 
Bom with one fote, to one unhappy life I 
For sure one, star ks banefol beam display'd 
On Priam*s roof and Hippoplacia's shade. 
From ^itSffKml pacanta, diflsrent dimes, wacaflM^ 
At di£forent penods, yet our &te the sama ! 
Why was my birth to gseat Action ow'd, 
And why waa aU that tander care bestowed I 
Would X had msvar baea !-~0 thou the gboK 
Of my dca^ husband^ Mivarably losii 
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Thou to the dismal realms ibr ever guie ! 
And 1 abandoned, desolate, alone ! 
An only child, once comfort of my pains, 
Sad product now of hapless love, remains! 
No more to smile upon his sire, no friend 
To help him now ! no father to defend ! 
For should he 'scape the sword, the commoo doom' 
What wron^ attend him, and what grieft to corm I 
Ev*n iirom his own paternal roof expell'd, 
Some stranger ploughs bis patrimonial field. 
The day, that to the shades the lather sends 
Robs the sad orphan of his father's friends: 
He, wretched outcast of mankind ! appears 
For ever sad, for ever bath'd in tears i 
Among the happy, unregarded he, 
Hanes on the robe, or trembles at the knee, 
While those his father's fonner bounty fed, 
Nor reach the goblet, nor divide the bread t 
The kindest b«t his present wants allay, 
To leave him wretched the succeedine day. 
Frugal compassion ! Heedless they woo boast 
Both parents still, nor feel what he has lost. 
Shall cry, ** Begone ! th^ father feasts not here.** 
' The wretch obeys, retiring with a tear. 
Thus wretched, thus retiring all in tears, 
To my sad soul Ast^ax appears! 
Forc'd by rB])eated msults to return. 
And to liis widow'd mother vainly moun. 
He, who, with tender delicacy bred. 
With princes sported, and on dainties fed. 
And when still evening gave him, up to rest, 
Sunk in soft down upon the nurse's breast, 
Must~<«h ! what must he not ? Whom Jlion < 
Astyanax, from her well guarded walls, 
Is now that name no more, unhappy boy ! 
Since now no mora the fetlier guards his Tioj. 
But thou, my Hector, liest expos'd in air. 
Far from thy parents', and thy consort's eaanf 
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Whose hand in vain, directed by her lovr, 
The martial scarf and robe of triumph wovtti 
Now to devouring flames be these a pr^» 
Useless to thee from this accursed day ! 
Yet let the sacrifice at least be paid, 
An honour to Che living, not the dead ! 

So spake the moumnil dame: her matrons 
S%^ back her sighs, and answer tear ix tau. 
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THE ARGXTllffirr. 

AehitUt and the WyrmtJom do hommt to the bo^j of POf^ 
eliM. After the foneral featt be retires to the seashore, wher% 
falliaf asleep, the ghost of his friend appears to him, aadde< 
mands the ntes of burial ; the next moraine the soldiers an 
sent with mules and wagons to fetch wood for the Pjrs. 
The funeral procession, and the offerinr their hair to th<; Mad. 
Achilles sacrifices several animals, and lasllj twcWe Trojai 
captives ai the pile, then sets fire to it He pays libations U 
the winds, which (at the instance of Iris) rise, and raise tht 
iames. When the pile has burned all night, thej gather the 
hones, place them w an urn of gold, and raise the tomb. 
Achilles Institutes the funeral ^ames : the chariot tace. the 
fight of the emstus, the wrestling, the foot-race, the siagk 
combat, the discus, the shooting with arrows, the dartiog «• 
javelin : the various descriptions of which, and the varioas 
•occess of the several antagonists, make the greatest part sf 
the book. 

In thb book ends the thirtieth daj. The night followiiig, tht 
ghost of Patroclus appears to Achilles : the ogfiraa^thirtictk 
day is employed in telling the timber for the pile ; the !■•• 
and-thirtiethin burning it, and the thrpcand-thiitiath wtM 
games. The seen* is generally on (be i 



Thus humbled in the dust, tne pennve train 
Through the sad city moum*d her hero slain. 
The body aoil'd with dust, and blaclc with gQre» 
Lies on broad Hellespont's resounding shore : 
The Grecians seek their ships, and clear the strand* 
All, but the martial Myrmidonian band ; 
These yet assembled great Achilles holds, 
And the stem purpose of his mind unfolds : 

Not yet (my brave companions of the war) 
Release your smoking coursers from the car; 
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But, with his churiot each in order led, 
Ferfonn dm boaours to Patruclus dead. 
Ere y^ fieoin rest or food we seek relief 
Some rites femain to glot our rage of gnef. 

The troops obeyM ; and thrice in order led 
(Achilles fifst) their coursers round the dead; 
Aud thrice their sorrows and laments renew ; 
Tears bathe -their arms, and tears the sands bedeir« 
For such a, warrior Thetis aids their wo^ 
Melts their st|Oog hearts, and bids their eyes to flow. 
But chiefs Pelides: thick succeeding sighs 
Burst ^w^ hi&beaii, and torrents from his eyes: 
His slau^teriiig bauds, yet red with blood, he laid 
On his die^d iii^ul's cold breast, and thus he said : 

All hail, PatroclusI let thy honoufd ghost 
Hear, and rejoice on Pluto*s dreary coast; 
Behold i, A^uiUes* promise is complete ; 
The bloody Hector stretched before thy ftet 
Lo^ to thjs dogs his caicass I resign ; 
Ana twelve sad victims of the Trojan line, 
Safred to vemj^nce, instant, shall expire ; 
Their lives e&s'd around thy funeral pyre. 

Glooiny he said, and (horrible to view) 
Before the bier the hleedin£ Hector threw. 
Prone on the dust.- The Myrmidons around 
UnbracM their armour, and the steeds unbouiyi 
All to Acl^llsA* sable snip repair. 
Frequent and fuU, the genial feast to share. 
Now from the welUfed swine black smokes aapiso, 
The brisdy, victims hissias o*er the fire : 
The hug9 ox beUpwivf foUs \ with feebler cries 
Ex(ures the coat. -{ the sheep m silence dies. 
Around UviMfo^epros^te body flowM 
bitme promiscuous stream the reeking blood. 
Aai uow a(lM#d,of Aigive monarchs brings . 
Tilt glorious victor to the Eia^ of Kin^ 
From his d^ fnand the pensive warrioc weo^ 
With ittpt unwiUiqtik^tfi^jnif^ te^^, 
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Th* atteodnic henlds, as by office bound. 
With kindled flames the tripod- vase surround; 
Tocleanse his conquering hands from hostile gore, 
Thej uxg'd in vain ; the chief refusM, and swore : 

No drop shall touch me, by almighty Jove ! 
The first and greatest of the Gods above ! 
Till on the pyre I place thee : till I rear 
The grassy mound, and clip thy sacred hair. 
Some ease at least these pious rites may give. 
And south my sorrows while 1 bear to Uve, 
However, reluctant as I am, I stay, 
And share your feast ; but, with the dawn of day, 
(O king of men !) it claims thy royal care. 
That Greece the warrior's funeral pile prepare. 
And bid the forests faU (such rites are paid 
To heroes slumbering in eternal shade.) 
Then, when his earthly part shall mount in fire. 
Let the leaguM squadrons to their posts retire. 
He spoke ; they hear him, and the word obey ; 1 
The rage of hunger and of thirst allay, I 

Then ease in sleep the labours of the day. ) 

But great Pelides stretched along the shore. 
Where dash*d on rocks the broken billows roai^ 
Lies inly poaning; while on either hand 
The martial Myrmidons confusedly stand. 
Along tht grass his languid members fall, 
Tifdwith his chase around the Trajan wall; 
HushM by the murmurs of the rolling deep^ 
At leneth he sinks in the soft arms or sleep. 
When lo ! the shade, before his closing eyei, 
Of sad Patroclus rose, or seemM to rise ; 
In the same robe he Uvhig wore, he came» 
In stature, voice, and pleasing look, the same. 
The form familiar hover'd o^er his head, % 

And sleeps Achilles (tlius the phantom said) f 

Sleeps my Achilles, his Pfttroctus dead f \ 

Living, faeem*d his dearest, tendeiest cai% 
But now fixjBOl, I wander io ilie aic 
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Let my pale corse the rites of burial know, 

And eive me entrance in the realms below: 

Till then, the spirit finds no resting place, 

But here and there th* unbodied spectres chaat 

The vagrant dead around the dark abode. 

Forbid to cross th* irremeable flood. 

Now give thy hand : for to the farther shore 

When once we pass, the soul returns no morst 

When once the last funereal flames ascend. 

No more shall meet Achilles and his friend f 

No more our thoughts to those we love make known ; 

Or quit the dearest to converse alone. 

Me fate has severed from the sons of earth, 

The fate fore-doomM that Waited firom my birth t 

Th-te too it waits ; before the Trojan wall 

Ev'n great and god -like thou art doom*d to fidL 

Hear then ; and as in fate and love we join, 

Ah, suffer that my bones may rest with thine! 

Together have we liv'd, together bred, 

One house received us, and one table fed ; 

That gplden urn thy goddess-mother gave. 

May mix our ashes in one common grave. 

And is it thou ? (he answers) to my sight 
Once more retum'st thou from the realms of night f 
Oh more than brother ! think each office paid, 
Wluite*er can rest a discontented shade ; 
But grant one last embrace, unhappy boy ! 
Aiibrd at least that melancholy joy. 

He said, an() with his longing arms essay'd 
111 vain to grasp the visionary sliade ; 
Like a thin smoke he sees the spirit fly, 
And hears a feeble, lamentable cry. 
ConfusM he wakes ; amazement breaks the bands 1 
Of golden sleep, and, starting from the sands, > 

Peii«ive he muses with uplifted hands. j 

*Tb true, 'tis certain: man, though dead, retains 
P^rt of himself; th* immortal raindiemaine; 



138 • -ace a 

That, with b 
And twelve, ■ 
Sacred to v( t 
Their lives e.- 
ThuBletme 1, 
Bathe thv col 1 
While T^rojan • 
Weep all the i 
Spoils of my ;< 
Cwr swords kt 
He spoke, an' 
Cleanse the p 
A luaasycaldi. 
Thry brought. 
Then heautlx 
Beneath tne v 
In its wide wo 
The' boiling w 
The body thoi. 
£mbalmM thu 
High on a bei! 
And decent cc 
Last o'er the c 
That done, th- 

Meanwhile ■ ^_ 

(His wife and 
At last thy wi 
Rises in arm^ 
Say (for I knt 
And thou the 

What wor.' 
While an^er 
Succour like ' 
And such suc 

And shall not ^ 

Heaven's Qu- 
Say, shall no 
Not wreak m 






^\- 



1 






*^ 



\ 



« 



ftO Tm ILIAD. BOOK 

The forni subsiets without the body*t tid, 
A&ial serobhince, and an empty shade ! 
This night my friend, so late m battle lost, 
&tood at mj' side, a pensive plaintire ghost; 
Ev*n now mmiliar, as in life, he camei, 
Alas ! how different ! yet how like the same ! 

Thus while he spoke, each eye grew big witli 
And now the rosy finger*d room appeals, 
Shows every mournful face with tears oVrspread, 
i ltd glares on the pale visage of the dead. 
Bvt Agamemnon, as the rites demand. 
With mules and waggons sends a chosen band 
To load the timber, and the pile to rear; 
A charge consignM to Mericfh^s faithful care, 
With proper instruments they take the road, 
Axes to cut, and ropes to sling the load. 
First march the heavy mules, securely slow, 
0*er hills, oVr dales, o*er crags, o^er rocks, they go: 
Jumping, high o*er the shrubs of the rough ground; 
Rattle the clattering cars, and the sbockM axles ' 
But when arrived at Ida's spreading woods 
(Fair Ida, water*d with descending floods) 
Loud sounds the axe, redoubling strokes on strokes; 
On kll sides round the forest hurls her oaks 
Headlong. Deep-echoing, groan the thickets brown; 
Then rustling, crackling, crashing, thunder down. 
The wood the Grecians cleave, preper*d to bum; 
And the slow mules the same rough toad return. 
The stur<fy woodmen equal burdens bore 
(Such chaige was given them) to the sandy shore; 
There, on uie spot which great Achilles snowM, 
They eas*d their shoulders, and disposed the load 
Circiihg around the place, where tinges to ocom 
ghall view Psitroclus^aAd Achilles* tomb. 4 

The hero bids his martial troops apfiear 
Higjh on theh cars in all the pomp of war; 
Each in refulgpnt arms hb iimbs attires. 
An mount their chariots, comfaatanti and squint. 
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riie chariots first proceed^ a shining train ; 
Then clouds of foot that smoke along tlie plain ; 
«ext these a melancholy band appear, 
Lmidstfla}^ dead Patroclus on the bier: 
>'er all their curse their scatterM locks they throir ; 
Wchilles next, opprest with michty wo, 
>i]pporting with bis hands the nero^s head, 
^ods p*er tli* extended body of the dead. 
Patroclus decent on th^appointed ground 
rhey place, and heap the sylvan pile around. 
But great Achilles stands apart in prayer, 
\nd f)KHn his head divides the yellow hair ; 
Those curling locks which from his youth he vow*^ 
^nd sacred grew, to Sperchius* honourM flood : 
Then sidling, to the deep his looks he cast, 
^nd rollM his eyes around the watery waste: 

Sperchius! whose waves in maxy errors lost 
Delightful roll along iny native coast ! 
To whom we vainly vowM, at our return. 
These locks to &11, and hecatombs to bum: 
Full fifty rams to bleed in sacrifice, 
Where to the day the silver fountains rise. 
And where in shade of consecrated bowers 
Thy altars stand, perfumM with naidve fioweit ! 
So vow*d my father, but he vpwM in vain ; 
No more Achilles sees his native plain : 
In that vain hope tliese hairs no fonger grow* 
Patroclus bears them to the shades below. 

Thus o*er Patroclus while the hero pray'd. 
On hisxoM band the sacred lock he laid. 
Once more afiresK the Grecian sorrows flow: 
And now the sun had set upon their wo; 
But to the king of men thus spoke the chiefs 
Enou^ Atrictes ! give the troops relief: 
Permit the mourning legions to retire. 
And let th^ chiefs alone attend the pvre ; 
The pious care be ours, the dead to bum- 
He said : the people to their ships setum ; 
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While those deputed to inter the slain, 
Heap with a rising pymniid the plain. ^ 
A hundred foot in length, a hundred wide. 
The growing structure spreads on evenr side , 
high on the top the manly corse they lay, 
And well- fed slieep and sable oxen slaV : 
Achilles cover'd with their &t the dead, 
And the pilM victims round the body sonad ; 
Then jars of honey, and of fragrant ou, 
Suspends around, low-bending o*er the pile. 
Four sprightly coursers, with a deadly groan 
Pour forth their lives, and on the pyre are throwB. 
Of nine large dogs, domestic at his board, 
Fall two, selected to attend their lord. 
Tlien last of all, and horrible to tell, 
Sad sacrifice; twelve Trojan captives fell. 
On these the rage of fire victorious preys, 
Involves and joins them in one common blaze. 
Smeared witli the bloody rites, he stands on hlg^ 
And calls the spirits with a dreadful cry: 

All hail, Patroclus ! let thy vengeful ghost 
Hear, and exult on Pluto^s dreary coast 
Behold, Achilles* promise fully paid. 
Twelve Trojan heroes offerM to thy shade ; 
But heavier fetes on Hector's corse attend, 
Sav*d from the flames, for hungry dogs to rend. 

So spake he, threatening : but the Gods made ndi 
His threat, and guard inviolate the slain ; 
Celestial Venus huver*d o*er his head, 
And roseate unguents, heavenly fragrance ! shed: 
She watched him all the night, and all the day. 
And drove the blood-hounds from their destined pfs^ 
Nor sacred Phoebus less employM his care ; 
He pourM around a veil of gathered air. 
Ana kept the nerves undriM, the flesh entire, 
Aninst the solar beam and Sirian fire. 

nor yet the pile, where dead Patroclus Vk§^ 
Sittokes, nor as yet the sullen flames arise ; 
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\n ta«t beside, Achilles stood in prayer, 
nvuk*d the Gods whose soirit moves the aiTa 
knd victims promised, ana libations cast, 
?o gentle Zephyr and the Boreal blast : 
le caird the aeria. Powers, along the sklet 
To breathe, and whisper to the fires to rise. 
The winged Iris heard the heroes call, 
Vnd instant hastened to their airy hall, 
i/Vhere, in old Zcphyr^s open courts on high. 
Sat all the blustering bretnren of the sky. * 

She shone amidst them, on her painted bow ; 
The rocky pavement glittcr*d with the show. 
AH from the banuuet rise, and each invites 
The various Redness to partake the rites. 
Not so, (the dame replied) I haste to go 
To sacred Ocean, and the floods below : 
E^en now our solemn hecatombs attend, 
And heaven is feasting on the world^s green end, 
Witli righteous ^tliiops (uncorrupted train!) 
Far on th' extremest limits of the main. 
But Peleus* son entreats, with sacrifice, 
The Western Spirit, and the North, to rise ; 
Let on Patroclus* pile your blast be driven, 
And bear tlie blazing honours high to Heaven. 

Swift as the word she vanishM from their view i 
Swift as the word the winds tumultuous flew ; 
Foktl) burst the stormy band with thundering roai^ 
AnVl heaps on heaps the clouds are tost before. 
To tiie wide main then stooping from the skies, 
The heaving deeps in watr»ry mountains rise: 
Troy feels the blast along her shaking walls, 
Till on the pile the eatherM tempest foils, 
The structure crackles in the roaring fires, 
And all the night the plenteous flame aspires 
A\l night Achilles hails Patroclus* soul, 
With large libations from the golden bowL 
As a poor father, helpless and undone, 
Mounis «^ tba asnes of an only aoi^ 
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Takes a sad pleasun the last bones to bum. 
And pour in tears eie yet tbey close the urn: 
So staid Acbillesi circling round the shore. 
So watched the flames, till now tbey flarae no room, 
*Twas when, ^merging through the shades of nig^ 
The morning planet told the approach of light ; 
And &st behind, Aurora*s wanner ray 
0*cr the broad ocean pourM the golden day t 
Then sunk the blaze, the pile no loneer buni*d. 
And to their cares the whistling winds returo*d; 
Across the Thracian seas their course they bore , 
The ruffled seas beneath their passage roar. 

Then parting from tlie pile he ceasM to wcep» 
And sunk to quiet in th* embrace of sleep, . 
Exhausted with his grief: meanwhile the crowd 
Of thronging Grecians round Achilles stood ; 
The tumult wakM him ; from his eyc3 he shook 
Unwilling slumber, and the chiefs bespoke : 

Ye kings and princes of the Achaian name ! 
First let us quench the yet remaining flame 
With sable wine ; then (,as the rites direct) 
The heroes bones with careful view select : 
^Apart, and easy to be known they lie 
Amidst the heap, and obvious to the eye : 
The reat around the margin will be seen 
Promiscuous, steeds and immolated men.) 
These, wrapt in double cawls of &t, prepaie ; 
And in the golden vase dispose with care; 
There let them rest, with decent honour laid. 
Till I shall follow to th' infernal shade. 
Meantime erect the tomb with pious hands, 
A common structure on the humble sandsj 
Hereafter Greece some nobler work may xaifSy . 
And late posterity record our praise. 

The Greeks obey ; where yet the embers glov J 
Wide o*er the pile the sable wine they ttuvw, I 
And deep subsides the asl^ heap below. ) 

Next the white bones his sad coiupanlbns.plafi<|» 
With tMit oolkcted, in the golden vase. 



The sacred relics t» fhe tsnc they bore ; 
The urn a veil of linen cover*d o'er. 
That done, they bid the lepalchre aspire, 

And cast the deep foundations round the pyre ; 

High in the midst they heap the swelling bed 

Of rising earth, memorial or- the dead. 
The swarming populace the chief detains. 

And leads amidst a wide extent of plains ; 

There plac'd them round : then from the ships p r oc c td 

A train of oxen, mules, and stately steeds, 

Vases and tripods, (for the fun'ral games,) 

Resplendent brass, aod more resplendent damea .^ 

First stood the prizes to reward tne force 

Of rapid racers m the dusty course : 

A woman for the first, in beauty's bloom, 

Skiird in the needle, and the labouring loom: 

And a large vase, where two bright handles tm^ 

Of twenty measures its conspicuous sise. 

The second victor claims a mare unbroke. 

Big with a mule, unknowing of the yoke: 

The third a charger, yet untouched by flame ; 

Four ample measures held the shining frame : 

Two golden talents for the fourth were plae'd ; 

An ample double bowl contents the last. 

These m fair order rang'd upon the plain, 

The hero, rising, thus addressed tlie train : 
Behold the prizes, valiant Greeks ! decreed 

To the brave rulers of the racing steed ; 

Prizes which none beside ourself could gain. 

Should our immortal coursers* take the inain, , 

(A race unrivall'd, which from Ocean's God 

Peleus receiv*d^ and on his son bestow'd.) 

But this no time our vigour to display ; 

Nor suit, with them, the games of this sad day; 

]jmt in Patrodus now, that wont to deck 

Their flowing manes, and sleek their glossy neck* 

Kad as they snar'd, in human grief, they stand* 

Aud trail those graceful honours on the sand | 

Vi>L. 11. 
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Let others for the oetU task pceoanv 

Who trust the courser, and the flying car. 

FirM at his word, tlie rival racers rise ; 
But iar U)e first, Eumelus hopes the prise, 
Pam^d through Pieria for the fleetest breed. 
And skiird to manage tlie high-bounding steed. 
With equal ardour bold Tydides swell'd. 
The steeds of Tros beneath his yoke conipelTd, 
(Woiich late Qb^*d the Dardan chieTs command. 
When scarce aUod redeemed him fimn his hand,) 
Then Menelaiis his Podargus brings, 
And thi fauaCd courser oi the King of Kings: 
Whom rich Echepolus (more rich than brave,) 
To ^scape the wsurs, to Agamemnon gave, 
(^the her name,J at home Co end his days ; 
Base wealth preferring to eternal praise. 
Next hiaa Antilochus demands the course. 
With beating heart, and cheers his Pylian horse^ 
Experience r^estor gives his son the reins. 
Directs his judgment, and his heat restrains; 
Nor idly warns the hoary sire, uor hears 
The prudent son with unattending cars: 

My 800 ! though youthful ardour Are thy breast, 
Tne Gods have lov*d thee, and with arts have blest^ 
Neptune and Jove on thee conferred the skill. 
Swift round the goal to turn the flying wheel. 
To guide thy conduct, little precept needs ; 
But slow, and past their vigour are my steeds. 
Fear not thy nvals, though for swiflness known: 
Compare those rivals* judgment, aud th^ owat 
It is not strenpth, but art, obtains the prize, 
And to be swift h less than to be wise. 
*Ti8 more by art than force of numerous stxokei, 
The dextfous woodman shapes the stubborn oaks; 
By art the pilot, through the boiling deep 
And howling tempest, steers the fearless ship \ 
And *tis the artist wins the glorious course. 
Mot thoee who trust in charwU aud in horse. 
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Tn vain ; umkilfQl, to tlie goal they stme, 

And short or wide, th* nngov0m*d coursers drivet 

While with sure ftkili, though with hifenor steeds. 

The knowing racer to hjs end proceeds ; 

Fix'd on the goal bis eye, fbre*njns the eoursSi 

His hand unerring steers the steady horse, 

And now contracts or now extends the rein, 

Observing stiU the foremost on the plain. 

Mark then the goal, 'tis easy to be found ; 

Yon aged trunk, a cubit from the ground ; 

Of vsoie once stately oak the last remains, 

Or hardy fir, unporish*d with the rains: 

EnclosM with stones, conspicuous from a&r; 

And round, a circle for the wheielins car 

(Some tomb, perhaps, of old ; the dead to graoe , 

Or then, as now, the limit of a race) : 

Bear close to this, and warily proceed, 

A little bending to the left-hand steed ; 

But urg^ the right, and ^ve him all the reins ; 

While thy strict hand his feltow's head restraint, 

And turns him short ; till, doubling as they roll, 

The wbeers roimd naves appear to brush the gold. 

Yet (not to break the car, or lame the horse) 

Clear of the stony heap direct the course ; 

Lest, through incaution failing, thou may*st be 

A joy to others, a reproach to me. 

So slialt thou pass the goal, secure of mind. 

And leave unskilful swiftness mr behind , 

Though thy fierce rival drove ^ matchless steed 

Which bore Adrastiis, of celestial breed ; 

O the fiim'd race, through all the regions knowir. 

That whiriM the car of proud Laomedon. 

Thus,,(nou^t unsaid) the much-advising sag^, 
Concludes : then sate, saff with unwieldy age. 
Nextjbold Me^iones was seen to rise. 
The last, but not least ardent for the prise. 
They mount their seats; the lots tbohr place dispOM " 
(KoA'd in iab hdtnvt^ ttese Aehffi^i thiowa.) 
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Young Nestor lemds ttio race t Euraelas then; 

And next the brother of the king of uien» 

Thy lot, Merlones, tlie fourtli was cast ; 

And ikr the bravest, Diomed, was last 

They stand in order, an impatient train; 

Pelides points tlie baivier on tlie (4ain, 

And sends before old Phoenix to the place, 

To mark the racers, and to judge the lace. 

At once the coursers from the barriar bound ; 

The lifted scourges all at onoe resound ; 

Their heart, their eyes, their voice, they send beftiM| 

And up the champaign thunder from tlie shore': 

Thick, where they drive, tlie dusty clouds arise. 

And the lost courser in the whirlwind flies; 

Loose oa tlieir shoulders the long mtuiss, redia'd* 

Float in their speed, and dance upon the wind: 

The smoking chauriots, rapid as they bound, 

Now seem to touch the ^y, and now the grMind* 

While hot for fame, and conquest all their care, 

(Each o*er his flying courser hung in air) 

Erect widi ardour, poisM upon the rein. 

They pant, tliey stretoli, they shout idong the i 

Now (the last compass fetcliM around the goal) 

At the near prize each gathers all his soul. 

Each burus with double hope, with double pam. 

Tears up tli^ shore, and thunders toward the main. 

First flew Eumelus on Pheretian steeds; 

VVith those of Tros, bold Diomed succeeds ; 

Close on Eumelus^ back they puff the wind, 

And seem just mounting on his car behind^ 

Fun on his neck he feels the sultry breeae. 

And hovering o'er, their stretching shadows aeea. 

Then had be lost, or left a doubtitil prize : 

But angry Ph<ebu8 to Tydides flies, 

Strikes from his hand the scouige, and renders vai* 

His matchless horses* laboiv on the phiin. 

Ra^ Alls his eye with anguish to surver, 

Snatched fcpB% his hope, the glaiaes of the dtjr* 
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The llnud celestial Pallas sees with pain, 

'* ' i to her knight, and gives the scourge ag^in* 



And nils his steeds with vigour. At a stroke, 
She breaks his rirai^s chariot from the yoke ; 
No more their way the startled horses held ; 
The car i:ever8*d came rattling on the field. 
Shot headlong from his seat, beside the wheels 
Prone on th* dust the unhappy master fell ; 
His batterM face and elbows strike the ground ; 
Nose, mouth, and firont, on^ undistinguished wound . 
Grief stops his voice, a torrent drowns his eyes ; 
Before him far the glad Tydides flies ; 
Miiierva*s spirit drives his matchless pace, 
And crowns him victor of the labour'd race. 

The next, though distant, Monelaus succeeds; 
While thus young Nestor animates his steeds, 
Now, now, my generous pair, exert your force; 
Not that we hope to match Tydides^ horse, 
Since ^reat Minerva wings their rapid way^ 
And gives their lord the honours or the day. 
But reach Atrides! shall his mare outgo 
Your swiftness, vanquished b^ a female foe f 
Through jour ne^ect, if lagging on the plain 
The last ignoble gift be all we gain ; 
Ko more shall Nestor's hand your food supply, 
The old man's fury rises and ye die. 
Haste then ; yon narrow road before our sight 
Presents th* occasion, could we use it right 

Thus he : The coursers at their master's threat 
With quicker steps the sounding champaign beat» 
And now Antiiochus with nice survey, 
Observes the compass of the hollow way. 
'Twas where by force of wintry torrents torn. 
Fait by the road a precipice was worn : 
Here, where but one could pass to shun the throng 
The Spartan hero's chariot smok'd along. 
Close up the venturous youth resolves to keep. 
Still edging near, and bears him toward the neefv 
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Atrides, trembling «40fs bis eye beknr, 

And wonden at U»t rashness of his fi>e. 

Hold, stay your steeds — What'nmdness thus tarida 

This narrow way ; take latter field (be oried) 

Or both must ftul — Atrides cried m vain ; 

He flies more fiist, and throws up all the i«ia. 

Far as an able arm the disk can send, 

When youthful rivals their full ftirce extend. 

So far, AntilochuB ! thy chariot flew 

Before the king: he, cautiousfoackwaid drew 

His horspfCompeird ; foreboding in his foars 

The rattling ruin of the clashing onn, 

The floundering coursers colling on the plain. 

And conquest lost through frantic haste to gaio, 

But thus upbraids his rival as he flies s 

Go, furious youth ! ungenerous and unwiie! 

Go, but expect not 1*11 the prise resign ; 

Add perjury to fraud, and mak* it thine-~> 

Then to hi steeds with all his force he eriei; 

Be swiA, be vigorous, and regain the prise ! 

Your rivals, destitute of youthflil force. 

With fainting knees shall labour in the cotirsi. 

And yield the glory yours->The siseds obey; 

Already at their heels they wing their way, 

And seem already to retrieve tlie day. 

Meantime the Grecians in a ring beheld. 
The coursers bounding o*er the dusty field. 
The first who mark'd them was the Cretan long ; 
High bn a rising ground, tSaave the ring. 
The fRonaich sate : from whence wHIi sum i 
He well observed the chief who led the w^. 
And heard from for his animating cries, 
And saw the foremost steed wiUi shar^M •W; 
On whose broad front, a blase of shining wmM, 
laka the full moon stood obvious to the b^ 
He saw ; and, riring, to the Greeks begun t 
Are yonder horse dtseem'd by me alone f 
Or cao y«^ an, aitotber chief sorvey. 
And other steeds. Mianlatel^lodthe way I 
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Tliose though the swiftest, by some God witiiheld 
Lie sure dinbled in the middle field : 
For sitica the eoal they douMed, round the plain 
I search to find them, but 1 search in yaui. 
Perchance the reins forsook the driver's hand, 
And, tumM too short, he tumbled on the stmnd. 
Shot from the chariot ; while his coursers stray 
With frantic fury from the destined wa^r. 
Rise then some other, and inform my s^ht, 
(For these dim eyes, p^haps discern not right) 
Yet sure he seems (to judge by shape and ahr) 
The great JSltoli^ chief, renownM m war. 

Old man! (Ol^eus rashly thus replies) 
Thy tongue too hastily confers the prize ; 
Of those who view the course, not sharpest ey*dt 
Nor youngest, vet the readiest to decide, 
Eumelus* steeds hif^h bounding in the chasai 
Still as at first, unnvallM lead the race, 
I well discern him as he shakes the rein, 
And hear his shouts victorious o^er the plaili. 
Thus he. Idomeneus incensed rejoin'd : 
Barbarous of words 1 and arrogant of mind I 
Contentious prince, of all the Greeks beside 
The last in merit, as the first in pride: 
To vile reproach what answer can we make? 
A goblet or a tripod let us stake. 
And be the king the judge. The moot unwus , 
Will learn their rashness, when they pay the prio% 

He said and Ajaz, by mad passion bocne, 
Stf m had replied ; fiieice scorn enhancing soom 
To fell extremes. But Thetis* godlike son 
Awful amidst them rose, and thus begun: 

Forbear, ye chiefs ! reproachfiil to contend ; 
Murh would you blame, should- others thusoflfend 
And lo! th* approachmg steeds your contest end. 
No sooner had he spoke, but, thundering near. 
Drives through a stream of dust the charioteei; 
High o*er his bead the ciicling lash he wiekda; 
Hie buunding horses scarcely touch the fieldtt 
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His car amidst the dusty whirlwind roA*d, 
Bnght with the mingled blase of tin and gold. 
Refulgent through the cloud ; no eve could find 
The track his flying wheels had len beliind : 
And the Aerce coursers urg'd their rapid pace 
So swlA, it seeinM a flight and not a race. 
Now victor at tlie goal 'I'ydides stands. 
Quits his bright car, and springs upon Uie sandt; 
From the hot steeds the sweaty torrents stream ; 
The weU-plied whip is hung athwart the beam: 
With joy orave StheneUis receives the prise. 
The tripod vaiie, and dame with radiant eyes: 
These to the shi|>8 his train triumphant leads, 
The chief himself unyokes the panting steeds. 

Young Nestor follows (who by art, not force, 
0*er-passM Atrides) second in the course. 
Behind, Atrides urg'd the race more near, 
Than to the courser in his swifl career 
The following car, just touching with his heeL 
And brushing with'his tail the whirling wheel: 
Such and so narrow now the space between 
The rivals, late so distant on the fcx&en ; 
So soon swift ^the her lost ground regain^. 
One length, one mcnnent, had the race obtainM. 

Merion pursued, at greater distance still, 
With tardier coursers and inferior skill, 
Last came, Adinetus ! thy unhappy son : f 

I Slow draggM the steeds his batter'd chariot on i > 
Achilles saw, and pitying thus begun : j 

Behold ! the man whose matchless art surpast 
I The sons of Greece ! the ablest, yet tlie last ! 
I Fortune denies, but justice bids us pay > 

(Since great Tydides bears the first away) > 

To him the second honours of the day. j 

I The Greeks consent with loud applauding cries, 
I And then Eumelus had receivM the i>rize, 
But youthftil Nestor, jealous of his teme, 
; Th* award opposes, and asserts his cUum 
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nink no| (he cries) I uunel^ will nsipif 

Peleus* ton ! tlw inauts so uistly nune. 
iHiat if the Gods, the skilful to confound, . 
Have thrown the horse and horseman to the ground/ 
Perhaps be sought not heaven by sacrifice, 
And vows omitted forfeited tlie prize. 
If yet (distinction to tliy firiend to show, 
And fdease a soul desirous to bestow) 
Some giA must grace Eumelus ; view thy store 
Of beauteous handmaid S| steeds, and shming ore ; 
An ample present let him thence receive, 
And Greece shall praise thy generous thirst to give^ 
But this my prize I never shall forego : 
This, who but touches, warriors ! is my foe. 

Thus spaVe tlie youth ; nor did his words offend ^ 
PleasM with the weU-turnM flattery of a friend, 
Achilles .smilM : the gift proposM (be cried) 
Anlilochus I we shallourself provide. 
With plates of brass the corselet coverM o*er 
(The same reuown*d AsterojpcBus wore,) 
Whose glittering maxgins raised with silver 8hinC|» 
(Jio vu^ar gift) Eumelus, sliall be thine. 

He sau^: Automedon at his command 
The corselet brought, and gave it to his hand. 
Distinguished by his firiend, his bosom glows 
With generous joy: then Menelaiis rose ; 
The herald placM the sceptre in his hands, 
And still'd tne clamour of the shouting bands. 
Not without cause incensM at Nestor^s-son, 
And inly living, thus tlie king begun : 

The praise of wisdom, in thy youth obtain*d| 
An act so rash Antilochus has stadnM. 
Robb*d of my glory and my just reward. 
To you, O Grecians ! be ray wrong declared < 
So not a leader shall our conduct blame, 
Or judge me envious of a rival's fiime. 
But shall not we, ourselves, the truth maintaial 
What needs appeaUng in a fitct so plain ? 
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What Greek shall blame me. If I bid thee rlae, 
And vindicate by oath th* ill-gotten prise ? 
Rise if thou dar'st, before thy chariot sland, 
The driving scoui^ge liigh-lifted in thy hand ; 
And touch thy steeds, and swear thy whole intent 
Was but to conquer, not to circumvent 
Swear by that God whose liquid arms surround 
The g^obe, and whose dread earthquake heaws til* 
ground. 

The prudent chief with calm atientiou heaid; 
Then mildly thus : Excuse, if youth have enr^i 
Superior as thou art, forgive th* offence, 
Nor i thy equal, or in years or sense. 
Thou know^st the errors of unripenM age; 
Weak are its counsels, headlong is its rage, 
The priae I quit, if thou thy wrath resign : 
The mare, or aught thou aac*st, be freely thiim^ 
Ere I become (from thy dear friendship torn) 
Hateful to thee, and to the gods forsworn. 

So spoke Antilochus : "and at the word 
The uiare contested to the king restorM. 
Joy swells his soul : as when the vernal grain 
Lifts the green year above the springing plain. 
The fields their vegetable life renew, 
And laugh and glitter with the morning dew , 
Such Joy the Spartan's shining &oe o^erspraatf^ 
And lifted his gay heart while thus he said : 

Still may our souls, O generous youth ! agrM^ 
Tis now Atrides* turn to yield to thee. 
Rash heat perhaps a moment might control, 
Not break, the settled temper of thy souL 
Not but (my friend) Mis still the wiser way 
To wave contention with superior sway ; 
For ah ! how few, who should like thee oflfendi 
Like thee have talents to regain the friend ? 
To plead indulgence, and thy fault aftooa, 
Suffice thy &ther*s merit and thy own t 
Generous alike, for me, the rim and son 
Have greatly sufferM, and have greatly done. 



I yield; that all amy know, my aoal can tiNid, 
Nor is my pride pieferr*d before my friend. 

He said ; and, pleas'd his passion to comnind^ 
Resigned the courser to Noeman*s hand. 
Friend of the youthful chief: himself conteni; 
The shining cbaiger to his vessel sent 
The golden talents Merion next obtain'd ; 
The fifth reward, the double bowl, remahi'd. 
Achilles this to reverend Nestor bears. 
And thus the purpose of his gift declares: 

Accept' thou tins, O sacred sire ! (he said) 
fn dear memorial of Patroclus dead; 
Dead, and for ever lost, Patroclus lies. 
For ever snatched from our desiring eyes ! 
Take thou this token of a grateful hcnurt. 
Though *tis not thine to hurl the distant dart, 
The quoit to toss, the ponderous mace to wield, 
Or urge the race, or wrestle on the field. 
Thy pristine vigour age has overthrown, 
But left the glory of the past thy own. 

He said, and plac*d the gpblet at his side ; 
With joy the venerable king replied : 

Wisely i^id well, mv son, thy words have provM 
A senior honour'd and a friend belovM ! 
Too true it is, deserted of my strength, 
These witherM arms and limbs have foil'd at lenf^tli 
Oh ! had I now that force I felt of yore. 
Known Uirough Buprasium and the Pylian shot* * ' 

Victorious then in every solemn game, 
Ordaln'd to Amarynees* mightv name ; 
The brave Epeians gave my glory way, 
^tolians, Pyiians, lul resign the day. 
I quellM Clytomedes in fi^ts of hand. 
And backward hurPd Ancasus on the sand| j 

Surpast Iphyelus in the swift career, 
Phyleus and Pdydorus with a spear. 
The sons of Actor won the prise of horse, I 

But won by nnmbers, not by art or foiea 
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For the fiunM twni, impttient lo mimj 
Prize after prize by Nestor bome eway, 
Sprung to tbeir car ; and with united pains 
One lash*d the coursers, while one rul'd the 
Such once 'I was! now to these tasks succeeds 
A younger race, that emulate our deeds: 
I yield, alas ! (to age who must not yield ?) 
Though once the foremost hero of the field. 
Go ihou, my son ! by geneious friendship led. 
With martial honours decorate the dead ; 
While pleas'd I take the gift thy hands present 
(Pledge of benevolence, and kind intent ;) . 
RejoicM, of all the numerous Greeks, to see 
Not one but honours sacred age and me: 
Those due distinctions thou so well canst piay^ 
May the just Gods return another day I 

Proud of the gift, tlius spake the lull of day& 
Achilles heard bim, prouder of the praise. 

The prizes next are orderM to tlie field, 
For the bold champions who the ca^stus wield, 
A stately mule, as yet by toils unbroke. 
Of six years age, unconscious of the voke, 
Is to the circus led, and firmly bound ; 
Next stands a goblet, massy, large and round. 
Achilles rising thus : let Greece excite 
Two heroes equal to this hardy fight ; 
Who dare the foe with lifted arras provoke. 
And rush beneath the long-deacemimg stroke. 
On whom Apollo shall the palm bestow. 
And whom the Greeks supreme by conquest knoiv 
This mule his dauntless labours shall repay ; 
The vanquished bear the meissy bowl away. 

This dreadful eombat great Cpeus chose ; 
High o*er the crowd, enormous bulk ! he rose, 
And seizM the beast, and thus began to say: 
Stand forth some man, to hear the bowl awaj! 
(Price of his ruin :) for who dares deny 
This mule my right : tfa* undoubted vietoc I f 
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Others^ *lM own% fai fields of battle ihin% 
But tlie first honoun of this fight are vuam ; , 
For who eiecele in all? Then let my foe 
Draw near, but first his certain foituoe knowt 
Secure, this hand shall his whole frame caafDUBd* 
Mash all his bonesvand all bisfaodr pound: 
So let his friends be nigh, a needful traia 
To heave the batterM carcass off the plain. 

The giant spoke; and in a siupkl gaze 
The host beheld him, silent with amaae ! 
*Twas thou, £uryaius ! who durst aspire 
To meet his might, and emulate thy sin, 
Tha great Meeistfaeus, who in days of yoie 
In Theban games the noblest trophy bore, 
(The ^mes ordain'd dead (Edipus to giace) 
And smgly vanqaisfa'd the Cadmaan race. 
Him great Tydides urges to contend, 
Wann with the hojaes of conquest for his iriend; 
OfiicioMs with the cincture girds him round ; 
And to his wrisu the gloves of death are bound. 
Afnid the circle now each champion stands. 
And poises high in air bis iron hands ; 
With clashing gauntlets now they fiercely close. 
Their crackling jaws re<echo to the blows. 
And pahiful sweat from all their members flows. 
At length Epeus dealt a weighty blow. 
Full on the cheek of his unwaiy foe ; 
Beneath that ponderous arm's resistless sway 
Down dropt he nervele$s»and eicleaded Uy. 
As a large fish, when wiiids and waters loar. 
By some huge billow da^*d against the shore, 
r^ies panting: not less batter*d with his wouiid» 
Th« bleeding heio pants upon the ground. 
To rear his follen nie, the victor lends. 
Scornful, his hand ; and gives him to his finends ; 
Whose aims support him, reeling through the 
And dragging his disabled legs slong; 
NoddingThis head hangs down his mulder o'ec^ 
His moutli and nostrils pour the clotted gore & 
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Wrapt rooAd io mitts be iieK abd lost to thought ; 

His friends rooaive the bowl too dearly bought. 
The third bold game Achilles next demaAda» 

And calls tba wsestlerB to the leral lands; 

A rnas«^ tripod far the victor lies. 

Of twice six oomii hs reputed price; . 

And next, the loser's spirits to restore, 

A female captive, valuM but at four. 

Sicarce did tne chief the Tigoious strife propoi^ 

When tower-like Ajax-aad Ulysses rose. 

Amid the ring each nervous rival standsi 

Flinbracing rigid with tnipUcit hands : 

Close locked aftiove, their heads and arms aie nsixt^ 

Below, their planted feet, at distance fixt: 

Like two strong rafters which the builder fonaa 

Proof to the wintry wind and howling storms, 

Their tops connected, bitt at wider space 

Pixt on-ttieir centre stands their solid base. 

(^ow to the grasp each manly body liends ; 

The buinid sweat from every poxe descends; 

Their bones resound with blows : sides^ shoulders, thighs 

Swell to each gripe, and bloody tumors rise. 

Nor could Ulysses, for his art renowned. 

Overturn the strength of Ajax on the ground ; 

Nur could the strength ff£ Ajax overtlirow 
: The watchful cautinn of his artful foe. 
! While the long strife e!en tirM the lookei»Qii« 
I Thus to Ulysses spoke great Telamon : 
; Or let me lift thee, eliief, or lift thou me: 
i Prove we our force, and Jove the rest decree. 
I He said ; and stitiining heav*d him off thejgrouiid 
I Witl) matcMess strength ; that time Ulysses found 

T)ie strength t' evade, and where the nerves combina 
I His ancle struck ; the giant fell supine; 
\ Ulysses foUowii^, on his bosom lies ; 

ShoMs of applause run rattling through the i 



Ajax to lift, Ulysses next essays^ 
' He barefy stirred him, but he could not 



Mis knee kx;kM faift, tile fbe^ aheM}iC deiiied , 
And grappling close, tliey tumbled side by side. 
Defird with honourable dust they roll. 
Still brealhtng strifeiand unsubdued of soul: 
Again they rage, again to coinbat rise ; 
When great Achilles thus divides the prize; 

Your noble-vigour, oh, my friends restrain; 
Nor weary out your generous strength in vain. 
Ye both- have won : kt others who excel. 
Now prove that prowess you have provM so M^eU. 

The hen's words the willing chieft obey. 
From their tirM bodies wipe tl^ dust away. 
And, clothM anew, the Allowing games survey. 
And now succeed the gifts ordained to giace 
The yoifths contending in the rapid race. 
A silver urn that full six measures held, 
By none in weight or workmanship excell*d; 
Sidonian artists taught the frame to shine, 
Elaborate, with artifice divine ; 
Whence Tyrian sailors did tlie prise transport, 
And gave to Thoas at the Lemnian port: 
From him descended, good Cunaeus heir*d 
The glorious gift; and, for Lycaon sparM, 
To brave Patroclus gave the rich reward, 
f^ow, the same henf s funemi rhes to grace, 
It stands the prize of swi/lncifs in the racai 
A well- fed ox was for the second pUiG*d ; 
And half a talent most content tlie last. 
Achilles rising then bespoke the train ; 
Who hope the palm of swiftness to obtain, 
Stand forth, and bear these prizes from the fABm, 

The hero said, and starting from his place 
O'llean Ajax rises to the race ; 
Ulysses next : and he whose speed snrpast 
His youtliful equals, Nestor*s son the last 
ElangM in a line the ready racers stand ; 
Felines points ttie barrier with his hand ; 
All statt at once ; CTIeus ted the race ; 
T>x» next IHv^ses, mea^iirina pace hv pace : 
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Behtiid him, dn^piUgr close, beeped. 
As closely following as the runotng thread 
The spindle follows, and displays tlie charma 
Of tlie &ir spiaster^s breast, and moving anna 
Graceful hi motion thus, his foe, he plies, 
And treads each footstep ere the dust can rise : 
His glowing breath upon his shoulders plays ; 
Th* admiring Greeks loud acclamations raise* 
To him they give their wishes, hearts, and eyes, 
And sand their souls before him as he flies. 
Nowr three times tura'd in prospect of the gpal, 
The panting chief to Pallas lifts his soul: 
Assist, O Goddess I (thus in thouglit he pray*d^ 
And present at bis thought, descends tlie Nlaio. 
Duay*d by her heavenly force be seems to swxia. 
And feels a pinion lifting every limb. 
All fierce, and ready now the prize to gain, 
Unhappy Ajax stumbles on the plain 
(O^erturnM by Pallas ;) where tiie slippery short 
Was clogg'd with slimy dung, and mingled gors 
(Tho selfsame place beside Patroclus^ pyre, 
VViiere lato the slaughtered victims fed the fire :) 
l^mearM with filth, and blotted o^er with clay. 
Obscene to sight, the rueful racer lay ; 
The well-fed bull (tbe second prize) he sbaf d» 
And left the urn Ulysses* rich reward. 
Then, grasping by tbe bom the mighty beaiC» 
The b^ed hero thus the Groei^s addrest: 

Accursed fate ! the conquest I forego ; 
A OBortal I, a Goddess was my foe ; 
She uigM her lavourite on the rapid way» 
And Pallas, not Ulysses won the day. 

Thus sourly waiPd he, sputtering dut and gon 
A burst of laughter ecboM through the shore, , 
Antilochus, nv^ie humorous than the rest. 
Takes tbe last prize, and takee it with a jest 

Why with our wiser elders should we strive? 
The Gode still love them, and they always thriva. 
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Ve see, to Ajax I must yield the prize: 
^e to (Tlysses, still more ag*d and wise; 
(\ green old age unconscious of decays. 
That prove the hero bom in better days !) 
Behold his Tigour in this active race ! 
Achilles only boasts a swifter pace : 
For who can match Achilles f He who can 
Must yet be more tlian hero, more than man. 

Th* efSKt succeeds the speech, Pelides crieit 
Thy artful praise deserves a better prize. 
Nor Greece in vain shall hear thy friend ext6U*d: 
Receive a talent of the purest gold. 
The youth deparU content The host admire 
The son of Nestor, worthy of his sb«. 

Next these a buckler, spear, and helm, he brinpi 
Cast on tlie plain the brazen burden rings; 
Arms, which of late divine Sarpedon wore, 
And ereat i^troclus ui short triumph bore. 
Stana ibrth tlie bravest of our host ! (he cries) 
Whoever dares deserve so rich a prize, 
Now grace the lists before our army's sight, 
And, sheath*d in steel, provoke his foe to fight* 
Who first the jointed armour shall explore, 
Aflid slain his rival's mail with issuing gore ; 
The sword which Asteropeus possest of old 
(\ Thracian blade, distinct with studs of goid^ 
Shall pay the stroke, and grace the striker's nae; 
These armi in common let -the chiefs divide: 
For each brave champion, when the combat end% 
A sumptuous banquet at our tent attends. 

Fierce at the word, up rose ereat Tydeus* soot 
And the huee bulk of Ajax Telamon. 
Clad in refulgent steel on either hand, 
The dreadful chiefs amid the circle stand : 
Lowering Hwy meet, tremendous to the sight; 
Kar,h Argive bosom beau with fierce delimit 
Opposed in aims not long they idly stood. 
But thrice they cloB*d» and thrke the ciiaryB rene«*d. 

▼Ol. lU 
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A furious pass the spear of Ajax made 

Through the btonA sliield, but at the corselet itay'd* « 

Not thus the foe : his javelin aim*d above 

The buckler's nmrgin at tflie neck he (irove. 

But Greece now trernblmg for her heroes life. 

Bade share the honours and surcease the stnli, 

Yet still the victor^s due Tydides gainsi 

With him the sword and studded belt remains 

Then hurrd the hero, thundering on the ground 
A mass of iron (an enormous rounch 
Whose weight and size the ciiicling Greeks i 
Rude from the furnace, and but slmpM by fin. 
This niigtity quoit Action wont to rear, 
And from his whirling arm dismiss in air; 
The giant by Acliilles slain, he stow'd 
Among his spoils this memorable load. 
For this, he bids those nervous artists vie, 
That teach the disk to sound along the sky. 
Let him whose might can hurl this bowl, arise; 
Who farthest hurls it, takes it as bis prise: 
If he be one, enriched with la;^ domain 
Of downs for flocks, and arable for grain, 
Small stock of iron needs that man provide ; 
His hinds and swains whole years stiall be sn^ ^ 
From hence : nor ask the neighbouring city^s aiicL 
For ploughshares, wheels, and all the rural tiada. 

Stelm l^>)yp(£tes stept before the throng, 
And great Leonte9,tnore than mortal strong; 
Wheie ibree with rival forces to oppoM, 
Up rose great Ajax ; up Cpeus rose. 
Each etood in order: first Epeus direw; 
High o'er the wondering crowds the whirHogcisclei 
Leontes next a little space surpast. 
And third, the strength of godlike Ajax cast 
0*er both their marks it flew ; till iiexcely finiig 
From Polypcetes* arm the discus sung: 
Far as a swain liis whirling sheephook tiiio«r% 
TWt distant falh among the gniiing cow% 
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»o past th^n aU the rapid ciicje flies : i 

ri;s friends (while loud applauses shake the skieg) > 
iVith feioecoii)oin*d heave off the weighty prise. 3 

Those who m skilful archery contend, 
■le next invites the twan((ing bow to bend : 
^nd twice ten axes cast amidst the round 
Ten double-edgM, and ten that singly wound.) 
r\fe roast, which late a first-rate gpdiey bore, 
The hero fixes in tlie sandy shore ; 
To the tall top a milk-w hite dove they tie, 
The trembling mark at which tlieir arrows fly. 
V\'hose weapon strikes yon fluttering bird, smJ) beat 
These two-edg'd axes, terrible in war; 
The single, he, whose shaft divides the cord. 
[let said : experienced Merion took the word ; 
And skilful fencer : in the helm they threw 
Their lots inscribed, and forth the latter flew. 
Swift from the string the sounding arrow flies; 
But flies unblest! No grateful sacrifice, 
^o firstling Iambs, unlwedful! didst thou vow 
To Phoibus, patron of the shi|A and bow. 
For this, thy well-aim*d arrow, turned aside, 
Crr'd firom the dove, yet cut the cord that tied: 
/^down the ipain'mast fell the parted strii^ 
And tiie fiee bird to heaven displays her wing: 
Seas, shores, and skies with loud applause resoundt 
And Merion eager meditates the wound: 
He takes the bow, directs the shaft above. 
And, following with his eye the soarins dove, 
Implores the God to speed it through the skies. 
With vows of firstling lambs, and grateful sacrifice. 
The dove, in airy circles as she wheels, 
Amid the clouds the piercing arrow feels ; 
Quite throueh and through the point its passage fbund^ 
And at his feet fell bloody to the ground. 
The wounded bird, ere yet she breath*d her last* 
With flagging wings alighted on the mast; 
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The form so pleasing, and the heart so kind, 
That youthful vigour, and that manly mind, 
.What toils thev sharM, what martial Works they 

wrought, 
What seas they measured, and what fields they foug^s 
All past before him in remembrance dear. 
Thought follows thought, and tear succeeds to teu. 
And now supuie, now prone, the hero lay, 
Now shifts hw side, impatient for the day: 
Then startine aps disconsolate he goes 
Wade OB the loni^y Ijeach to vent his woen 
Tiieie as the solitary mourner raves. 
The ruddy morning rises o*er the waves s 
Soon as it rose, bis furious steeds he join'd : 
liie chariot flies, and Hector trails benind. 
And thrice, Patroclus! round thy monument 
Was Hector dragged, then hurried to the tent 
There sleep at last o*ercotnes the hero's eyes ; ^ 

While foul in dust th' unhonourM carcass lies, > 
But not deserted by the pitying skies. ^ 

For Pliocbus watchM it with superior care. 
Preserved from gaping wounds, and tainting air; 
And ignominious as it swept the field, 
Spread o'er the sacred corse his golden shield. 
All Heaven was movM, and Hermes wiil*d to go 
By stealth to snatch him from th* insulting foe : 
But Neptune this, and Pallas this denies. 
And til* unrelenting Empress of the skies: 
E'er since that day hnptaoablo to Troy, 
What time young Paris, simple shepherd boy, 
Won by destructive lust (reward obscene) 
Their charms rejected for the Cyprian Queen. 
But when the tenth celestial morning broke; 
To Heaven assembled, thus Apollo spoke; 

Unpitying Powers .' how oft each holy lane 
Has Hector ting*d with blood of victims sliUn! 
And can ye still his cold remains pursue? 
Still grudge his body tc the Trojan's view? 
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•eny to consottf mother, son, and six* 

*he last sad hoiK>urs of a funeral fire ? 

i then the dire Achilles all your care ? 

!*hat iron heart, inflexibly severe ; 

k lion, not a man, who slaughters unde 

n strength of rage and impotence of jsride; 

Vho hastes to murder with a savage loy, 

nvades around, and breathes but to destroy. 

Shame is not of his soul ; nor understood, 

The greatest evil and the greatest good. 

kill K>r one loss he rages unresign'd. 

Repugnant to the lot of all mankind ; 

To lose a friend, a brother or a son, 

tieaven doome each mortal, and its will is donet 

A. while they sorrow, then dismiss their care; 

Fate fives the wound, and man is born to bear. 

But this, insatiate, the commission given 

By fate exceeds, and tempts the wrath of Heavtnt 

Lo how his lage dishonest drags along 

Hector's dead earth, insensible of wrong! 

Brave though he be, yet by no reason aw*d, 

He violates the laws of iiuin and God. 
If equal honours by the partial skies 

A.re doomM both heroes, (Joao thus repliei) 
If Thetis* son must no distinction know, 
Then hear, ye Gods ! the Patron of the Bow. 
But Hector onlj boasts a mortal claim : 
His birth deriving from a mortal dame: 
Achilles of your own ethereal race 
Springs from a Goddess by a man's embrtce, 
(A Goddess by ourself to Peleus given, 
A man divine, and chosen friend of Heaven.) 
To grace those nuptials from the bright abode 
Yourselves were present ; where this minstrel God 
(Well pleasM to shaie the feast) amid the nuira 
Stood proud to hymni and tune his vouthful lyra. 

Then thue the Thunderer checks the imperial diune. f 
Let not thy wrath the court of Heaven inihi]»4 ' 
Tliair menfee, nr^ •heir honours, are the same. 
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But mine, and evwy God*sjpeculiar grace. 
Hector deserves, of all the Troian race : 
Still on our shrines his grateful o^ringslay; 
pThe only honours men to Gods otn pay ;) 
Nor ever from our sn)oking altar ceased 
The pure libation, and the holy feast 
How*er by stealth to snatch the corse away, 
We will not: Thetis guards it night and day. 
But haste, and summon to our courts above 
fhe azure Queen : let her persuasion movtt 
Her furious son from Priam to receive 
The profTerM ransom, and tlie corse to leave. 

He added not: aud Iris from the skies, 
Swifl aaa whirlwind on the message flies, 
Meteorous the face of ocean sweeps* 
Refulgent gliding o'er the sable deeps. 
Between where Samos wide iiis forests spreads. 
And rocky Imbrus lifts its pointed heads, 
Down plun£*d the Maid (tlie ()artcd waves reaoundi) 
She piungM and instant shot the dark profound. 
As, bearing death in the fallacious bait. 
From tlie bent angle sinks tl>e leaden weight ; 
So past the Goddess through the closing wave 
Where Thetis sorrow*d in her secret cave: 
There placM amidst her melancholy train 
rrhe biue*hair*d sisters of the sacred main) 
Pisnsive she sat, revolving fates to come, 
And wept her godlike son's approaching doonk 

Then thus the goddess of the painted bowt 
Arise, O Thetis, nom thy seats below, 
n'is Jove that calls. And why (the Dame giflls^ 
Calls Jove his Thetis to the l)ated skiei? 
Sad object as I am for heavenly light ! 
Ah, may my sorrows ever shim the sight! 
Howe'er, be heaven^s almighty Sire obey'd — 
She snake, and veilM her liead in. sable ahade. 
Which flowing long, her graceful })erson e)ad j 
And fortb she iM««*4i. majestically sad. 
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Then through the world of waters tnej reptir 
The way fair iris led^ to up{)er air. 
!^he deeps dividing, o^er the coast they rise, 
ind touch with momentary flight the skies. 
inhere in the lightning*s blaze ^e Sire they found, 
knd all the (j^s in shining ^nod round, 
Thetis approach^ with anguish in her face, 
IVlinerva rising, gave the mourner place) 
?en Juno sought her sorrows to console, 
ind offerM from her hand tlie nectar bowl : 
Ihe tasted, and resign^ it : then began 
Die sacred Sire of Gods and mortal man ; 

Thou com^st, fair Thetis, but with grief o'ercatt ; 
datcmal sorrows; long, ah long to last! 
•uflSce, we know and we partake thy cares: 
(ut yield to Fnte, and hear what Jove declares. 
(Tine days are past, since all the court above 
n Hector's cause have mov'd the ear of Jove; 
Pwas voted, Hermes from his godlike foe 
{y stealth sliould bear him, but we willM not sot 
Ve will, thy son himself the corse restore, 
ind to his conquest add this glory more. 
Then hie thee to him, and pur mandate bear , 
^ell faini he tempts the wrath of heaven too ftr. 
ior let him more (our anger if he dread) 
'ent his mad vengeance on the sacred dead : 
kit yield to ransom and the father's prayer, 
'he mournful &ther, Iris shall prepare, 
Vith gifts to sue ; and offer to his nands 
V^hate'er his honour asks, or heart demands. 

llis word the silver-footed Queen attends, 
nd £rom Olympus' snowy tops descends, 
rrir^d, she heard the voice of loud lament, 
nd echoing groans that shook the lofly tent, 
[is friends prepare the victim, and dispose 
.epast unheeded, while he vents his woes; 
*he Goddess seats her by her pensive son, 
ha pre>t his hand, and tender thus begun : 
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How lopg, unhappy ! shall thy sorrows flow ; 
And thv hcHft waste with life-consuming wo : 
Mindless of food, or love, whose pleasin|; reign 
Sooths wftary liie, and softens human pain ? 
O snatch the moments yet within thy power; 
Not long to live, indulge the amorous hour! 
Lo ! Jove himself (for Jove's command I bear) 
Forbids to tempt the wrath of Heaven too fiur. 
No longer then (his fury if thou dread) 
Detain the relics of great Hector dead ; 
Nor vent on senseless earth thy vengeance vam^ 
But yield to ransomt and restore the slain. 

To whom Achilles: Be the ransom given. 
And we submit, since such the will of Heaven. 

While thus they communM, from th' Olympiai 
Jove orders Iris to the Trojan towers. 
Haste, winged Goddess ! to the sacred town. 
And uige tlie monarch to redeem his son; 
Alone, the llian ramparts let him leave, 
And bear what stern Achilles may receive: 
Alone, for so we will : no Trojan near ; 
Except to place the dead with decent care. 
Some aged herald, who with gentle hand, 
May the slow mules and funeral car commancL 
Nor let him death, nor Let him dan^r dread^ 
Safe through the foe by our protection led : 
Him Hermes to Achilles shall convey. 
Guard of his life, and partner of his way. 
Fierce as he is, Achilles* self shall spare 
His age, nftr touch one venerable hair ; 
Some thought there must be, in a soul so bxavt^ 
Some sense of duty, some desire to save. 

Then down her bow the winged Iris drivet. 
And swift at Priam^s mournful court arrives: 
Where the sad sons beside their father's throne 
Sate bath*d in tears, and answer'd groan with 
And all amidst them lay the hoary sire, 
(Sad scene of wo !) his face, his Wrapt aUim 
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^oncealM from sight ; with frantic hands he spread 
^ shower of ashes o*er his neck and head, 
'"rom room to room his pensive daughters roam ; 
rVliose shrieks and clamours fill the vaulted dome; 
ulindful of those, who, late their pride and joy, 
^ie pale and hreathless round the fields of 'tiayl 
^e^^re the kine Jove's messenger appears, 
Ind thus in whispers greets his ti-embling ears: 

Fear not, oh lather ! no ill news I bear; 
^rom Jtjve I come, Jove makes thee stiH his carp ; 
•"or Hoctor*s sake these walls he bids thee leave, 
ind bear what stem Achilles maj receive: 
Hone, for so he wills : no Trojan near, 
ilxcept to place the dead with decent care, 
>oine aged herald, who with gentle band 
/lay the slow -mules and funeral car command, 
for shalt thou death, nor shalt thou daneer dreadi 
lafe through the foe by his protection led; 
Thee Hermes to Ptelides shall convey, 
iruard of thy life, and partner of thy way. 
"ierce as he is, Achilles* self shall spare 
["hy age, nor touch one venerable hair ; 
loine uiought there must be, in a soul so braive, 
k>me sense of duty, some desire to save. 

She spoke, and vanished. Priam bids prepare 
lis gentle mules, and harness to the ear ; 
riiere, for the gifts a polished casket lay ; 
lis pious sons the king^s command obey 
rheo pass'd the monarch to his bridal-roam^ 
Vhere cedaf-beams the lofty rooiiB perfume, 
ind where the treasures of his empire lay ; 
7hen ca]l*d his queen, and thus began to ssyt 

Unhappy consort of a king distrest i 
'artake the troubles of thy husband's breasts 
saw deicend the messenger of Jove, 
Vho bids me try Achilles mind to move ; 
'orsake these ramparts, and with gifts obtaiv 
The CQirse of Uf^t^^ ^t V^ ^^^ ^^"^"^ 
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Tdl ma thy thought: my heart impels to » 
lliroueh hostile canips, and bears me to me kit. 

The noaxy roonarch tluis. Her piercing cziat 
Sad Hecuba renews, and then rephes: 
Ah ! whither wanders thy distempered miod ? 
And where the prudence now that aw*d BiaDkind ; 
Through. Phiygia once, and foreign regions known i "' 
Now all coofus^d, distracted, overthrown? 
Singly to pass through hosu of foes ! to &c« 
(Oh, heart of steel 1) the murderer of thy race I 
To view that deathlul eye, and wander o^ex 
Those hands, yet red with Hector^s noble gore I 
Alas I my Loitl ! he knows not how to spare. 
And what his mercy, tliy slain sons declare ; 
So brave ! so many fallen ! To calm his rage 
Vain were thy dignity, and vain thy age. 
No — ^pent in. this sad palace, let us give 
To enef the wretchea days we have to live. 
Still, still for Hector let our sorrows flow. 
Bom to his own and to his parenU* wo ! 
Doomed from the hour his luckless life b^gan^ 
To dogs, to vultures, and to Peleus* eon! 
Oh ! in bii dearest blood rai^ht I allav 
My rag^, and these barbarities repay! 
For ahl could Hector merit thus, whose bieatk 
ExpirM not meaol^ in unactive death ! 
He pour*d his latest blood in manly fight. 
And fell a hero m his country^s right. 

Seek not to stay me, nor my soul affright 
With words of omen, like a bird of nighty 
(Roplied unroovM the venerable man,) 
*Tis heaven commands me, and you urjge in vaok 
Had any mortal voice th* injunction laid, 
29or augur^riest, or seer had been obey*d. 
A pnsent Goddess brought the high commaiid« 

saw, I heard lier, and the word shall stand. 
I go, ye Gods I obedient to your call ; 
ir in yon camp your powers have doom*d my fySkt r 



Content— by tne same hand let me expira ; 
Add to the slaugbterM son the wretched sirai 
One cold embrace at least may be allowM, 
AdiI my last tears flow mingled with his blood I 

From forth his openM stores, this said, lie drew 
Twelve costly carpets of refulgent hue, 
As many vests, as many mantles told, 
And twelve &ir veils, and garments stiff with gold. 
Two tripods next, and twice two chargers sbioe, 
With ten pure talents from tlie richest mine, 
And last a large well-labour'd bowl had place, 
(The pledge <u treaties once with friendly Tbrace> 
SeemM all too mean the stores he could employ, 
For one last look to buy him back to Troy i 

Lo I the ^d father, frantic with his pam. 
Around him furious drives hb menial train : 
In vain eaoh slave with duteous care attends, 
Each office huru him, and each face ofiends. 
What make ye here? officious crowds .' (be cries) 
Hence ! nor obtrude your anguish on my eyes. 
Have you no grieis at home, to fix you there; 
Am 1 the only object of despair ? 
Am I become my people^s common show, 
Set up by Jove your ^lectacle of wo ? 
No, you must ieel him too; yourselves must iail; 
Tkie same stem God to ruin gives you all: 
NoV is great Hector lost by me alone ; 
Your sole defence, your guardian power is gone! 
1 see your blood the fields of Phrygia drown, 
I see the ruins of your smoking town : 
O send me, Gods I ere that sad day shall comi^ 
A willinj; ghost to Pluto's dreary dome ! 

He said, and feebly drives his friends away; 
The sorrowing frieiuis bis frantic rage obey* 
Next on his sons his erring fuiy falls, 
PoUtes, Paris, Agathon, he calls ; 
His threats Deipbobus and Dius hear, 
Hippotboiis PammtNH Helenus the se6r« 
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And generous Antiphon : for yet iheee tiitMi 
SurvivM, sad relics of his iHiinerous line. 

Inglorious sons, of an unhappy sire ! 
Why did not all in Hector's cause expire ? 
Wrctdh that 1 am ! my bravest ofispring slain* 
You, the disgraee of Friam's house, remain! 
Nestor the brare, renown'd in mnks of war, 
With Troileus, dreadful on his rushing car, 
And last great Hector, more than man diirina, 
For sure he seemM not of terrestrial line I 
All those reteutless Mars untimely slew, 
And left me these, a soft and servile cieir. 
Whose days the feast and wanton dance arapJoyy 
Gluttons and flatterers, the contempt of Troy I 
Whv teach me not my rapid wheels to run. 
And speed my journey to redeem my eon ? 

The sons their tnther*8 wretched age rsveia^ 
Foreive his anger, and produce tlie car. 
Hign on the seat the cabinet tiiey bind : 
The new»made car with solid beauty shin'd ; 
Box was the yoke, emboss'd with coetfypuist 
And hun^ with ringlets to receive the ^os ; 
Nine cubits long, the traces swept the ground ; 
These to the chariot's poIish*d pole they bound* 
Then fix*d a ring the running reins to guide. 
And close beneath, the gather'd ends were tied. i 

Next with the eifts (the price of Hector slain) 
I'lie sad attendants load the groaning wain : I 

Last to the yoke the well-match'd mutes tbey briag 
(The gift of Mysia to the Trojan king.) 
But tlw tHit horses, long his darling care, j 

Himself received, and hamass'd \o hiscai: 
Griev'd as he was, he not this task denied s 
The hoary herald helped him, at his side. 
While careful these the gentle coursers join*d 
Sod Hecuba approach'd with anxious mind ; 
A eolden bowl that flow'd with fragrant wiac, 
(Libation destan'd to the Power dime) 



Held in her ririrt, befoie the sm^s sba il«iul% 
And thm consigns it to the monarches hands: 

Take this, aod pour to Jove; that, safe from haiw^ 
His grace restore thee to our roof and arms. 
Since victor of thy fears, aod slighting mine, « 

Heaven, or thr soul, inspire this bold design : 
Pray to that Qod, who high on Ida^s brow 
Surveys thv desolated realms below. 
His winged messeng^ to send from high» 
And lead thy way with heavenly augury : 
Let the strong sovereign of the plumy race 
Tower «a the richt of yon ethereal space. 
That sign beheld, and strengthened from above. 
Boldly puisne the journey markM by Jove ; 
But if tne God his augury denies, 
Suppress tliy inmulse, nor reject advice. 

*Tis just (said Priam) to the Sire above. 
To raise our hands ; far who ao good as Jove t 
He spoke, and hade th* attendant handmaid bring 
The purest water of the living spring 
(Her nady hands the ewer and basin held ;) 
Then took the golden cup his queen had filled ^ • 
On the mid pavement pours the rosy wine, 
UpltfU his eyes and calls the Power divine: 

Oh first, aad greatest ! Heaven's imperial Loid I 
On lofty Ida's holy hill ador'd ! 
To stern Achilles now direct my ways. 
And teach him mercy when a mtlier praya 
If such thy will, despatch from yonder sky 
Thy sacmd bird, celestial augury ! 
Let the strong sovereisn of the plumy race 
Tov/er on the right of yon ethereal space: 
So shall thy suppliant, stnngUien*d from abeve, 
Fearless pursue the journey marked by Jove. 

Jove heard his prayer, and firom the throne on high 
Despateh'd his bird, celestial auguiy ! v 

The fltwifl-wii^d ehaser of the feather'd game, 
And known to Geds by Peraaet' lofty name. 



Wm- TUB lUMR. Uaf9K 

Wide as appears toma palace gate dispbyd, 

Su broad, nis pinbns stretch'd their ample ahadab. 

Am «t£M>ping dexter with resiMinding wings 

I'h' imperial bird descends m airy rings. 

A dawn of joy in every face appears ; 

The mourning matron dries her timoious tears: 

Swift on his car th* impatient monarch sprung ; 

The brazen portal in his passage rung. 

The mules precetline draw the loaded wain, 

ChareM witli the ginss Idaeusholds the rein: 

The king himself his gentle steeds controls, 

And through surroundine friends the chariot roQa. 

On his slow wheels the toUowing people wait. 

Mourn at each step, and give him up to Fate ; 

With hands uplifted, ey'dhim as he past. 

And gazM upon him as they gax*d their last 

Now fon,vara lares the father on his way, 

Tbroueh the loue fields, and back to Ilion they. 

Great jove beheld him as he crosttlie plain. 

And felt the woes of miserable man. 

Then thus to Hennes: Thou whose constant i 

Still succour mortals, and attend their prayeis. 

Behold an object to thy charge oonsign'd t 

If ever pity toucIiM thee fbr mankind, 

Go, guard the sire ; th* observing foe prevent. 

And safe conduct him to Achilles* tent 

The God obeys, his golden pinions binds. 
And mounts incumbent on the wings of winds, 
That high, through fields of air, his flidit sustam, 
0*er the wide earth, and o*er the boundless mninx 
Then grasps the wand that causes sleep to fly. 
Or in sofl slumbers seals the wakeful eye ; 
Thus ann*d, swift Hermes steers his airy way^ 
\nd stoops on Hellespont's leaounding sea. 
\ foeAUteous youth, majestic and divine. 
He seem*d ; iair offspring of some princely HtMl 
Now twilight veil*d the glarfaig face ef dayt 
And clad the dusky fieldfin lobor gray; 



: BOOK XXIV« TUB UiIAA. tBT} 

What HnM the herald and the hoanr kin^, 
(Thoir chariots stopping at the silrer spring, 
That circling Ilus' ancient maible flows) 
AUow'd their mules and steeds a short repose. 
Through the dim shade the herald first espies 
! A man*s appmach, and thus to Priam cries. 
I mark some foe*s advance : O kmg ! heware , 
This hard adventure claims thy utmost caret 
For, much I fear, destruction hovers nigh : 
Our state asks counsel. — Is it best to fly f 
Or, old and helpless, at his feet to fell, 
(Two wretched suppliants) and for mercy call f 
Th* afflicted monarch 8hiver*d with despair ; 
, Pale grew his fece, and upright stood his hair ; 
Sunk was his heart ; his colour went and came ; 
A. sudden trembling shook his aged frame: 
When Hermes, gristing, touched his ro3ral hand, 
And gently thus accosts with kind demand: 

Say whither, father ! when each mortal sight 
Is sealed in deep, thou wander*st through the night? 
Why roam thy mules and steeds the plains along. 
Through Grecian foes, so numerous and so strong? 
What couldst thou hope, should these thy treasures vteWi 
These, who with endless hate thy race pursue f 
For what defence, alas ! couldst thou provide ; 
Thyself not young, a weak old man toy guide f 
Yet suffer not thy soul to sink with dread : 
From me no harm shall touch thy reverend head , 
From Greece Pll guard thee too ; for in those lines 
The living hnaoe of my father shines. 

Thy words, that speak benevolence of mfaid. 
Are true, my son ! (the godlike sire rejoinM) 
Great are my hazards ; but the Gods survey 
My steps, and send thee, guardian of my way. 
Hail, an(| be blest ! for scarce of mortal kind 
Appear thy form, thy features, and thy mind. 
Nor true are aU tliy words, nor erring wide; 
{The sacred messenger of Heareo lepbecQ 

TOfc. 11. • 



But oty, cosivey*6t tbon dunug^ Ihe loody plaias 
What yet most precious of thy store remains. 
To lodge in safety wkh some friendly ha»d : 
l'repar*d paichauee, to leave tfay native land f 
Or fly'st tliou now ?— What hopes can Troy retain j 
Thy matchless son, her guard and glory, slain f 

The king, alaroiM : Say what, aod whence thou w^ 
Who search the sorrows of a parents heart. 
And know so well how godlike Hector died f 
Thus Priam spoke, and Hesmts thus replied: 

You tempt me, father, and with pity touch: 
On this sad subject, you inauire too much: 
Oft have these eyes that godlike Hector vfew'd 
In glorious fisbt, with Grecian blood imbru'd : 
I saw him, when, like Jove, his flames he tost 
On thousand ships, and withered half a bostt 
I saw, but help*d not: stem Achilles* ire 
Forbade assistance, and enjoyM the fire. 
For him 1 serve, of MynBidonian race; 
One shipcoiivoyM us from our native place; 
Polyctor is my sire, an honourM name, 
Old like thyself, and not unknown to finmet 
Of seven his sons, by whom the lot was cast 
To serve our prince, it fell on me, the last 
To watch this quarter ray adventure ftUs: 
For with the mom the Greeks attack your walls | 
Sleepless they sit, inipatieut to engage. 
And sciice their rulers check the martial rags. 

If then thou ait of stem Pelides* train, 
(The mournful monaich thus leioinM anin: 
Ah, tell Q10 truly, wheie,oh ! where are laid 
My 8on*8 dear velkss? what befalls him dead I 
Have dngs dismember'd (on the naked plaiQS) 
Or yet uninangled rest his cold reroainsr 

O &vour'd of the skies! (thus aoswerM tfaea 
The power that mcdiatea between Gods and mHii^ 
Nor dugs ^r vultures hafe thy Hector vent^ 
But wlwle hf liasi.Bsg^isd iu the tant; 
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This the twelfth evening since he tested thera, 
Untoi]ch*d by wonns, untainted by tlie air. 
Still as Aurora^s ruddy beam is spread. 
Round his friend's tomb Achilles drags the dead: 
Yet undisfigur*d, or in limb or face, 
All fresh he lies, with eveiy living grace, 
Majestical in death ! No stains are found 
0*er all the corse, and closM is evenr wound ; 
Though many a wound they gave. Some heavenly ean^ 
Some hand divine, preserves him ever fair: 
Or all the host of heaven, to wnom he led 
A lift so grateful, still regard him dead. 

Thus spoke to Priam Uie celestial guide, 
And io>iul thus the toynX sire replied: 
Blest IS the man who pays the Gods above 
The constant tribute of respect and love ; 
Those who inhabit the Olympian bower 
My son forgot not, in exalted power ; 
And Heaven, that every virtue bears in mmdy 
E*eiito lb* ashes of the just, is kind. 
But thou, pb generous youth ! this goblet take, 
A pledge of gratitude, for Hector's sake ; 
And while the fovouring Gods our steps surrey. 
Safe to Pelides* tent conduct my way. 

To whom the latent God : O King, forbear 
To tempt ray youth, for apt is youth to err: 
But can I, absent from my prince's sight. 
Take gifts in secret, that must shun the lishtf 
What from our master's interest thus we draw* 
Is but a licens'd theft that 'scapes the law. 
Respecting him my soul abjures th' bflfence ; 
And as the crime, I dread the consequence. 
Thee, far as Aieos, pieas'd I could convey ; 
Guard of thy life, and partner of thy way: 
On tbee attend, thy safety to maintain. 
O'er pathless forests, or the roaring main. 

He said, then took tlie chariot at the bound. 
And snatch'd the reins, and whirl'd the lash aioundi 
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Befim th* inmiraig God that uig'd tliem on, 
The coursers fly, with spirit not their own. 
And now they reached tlie naval walls, and ibund 
The guards re^sting, while the bowls go round : 
On these the virtue of his wand he tries, 
And pours deep slumber on tbeur watchful eyes: 
Then heav*d the massnr eates, removed the iMurSy 
And o*er the trenches led the rolling cars. 
Unseen, through all the hostile camp they went» 
And now approachM Pelides' lofty tent 
Of fir the roof was raised, and cover'd o*er 
With reeds collected from the marshy shore ; 
And fencM with palisades, a iiall of state, 
(The work of soldiers) where the hero sate. 
Laxga was the door, whose well-compacted strength 
A solid pine-tree baxrM, of wonderous leojgth ; 
Scarce three strong Greeks could lift its mighty 
But great Achilles singly closed the ^te. 
This Hermes (such the power of Gods) set wide ; 
Then swift alighted the celestial guide, 
And thus revealM — Hear, prince 1 and understand 
Thou ow*8t thy guidance to no mortal hand : 
Hermes I am, descended from above. 
The King of arts, the messenger of Jove. 
Farewell: to shun Achilles sight ' " ^ 
Uncommon are such fovours < ' 
Nor stand confest to frail morl 
Now fearless enter, and prefer thy prayers ; 
Adjure him by his fi(ther*s silver haii?, 
iis son, his mother I urge him to bestow 
Whatever pity tliat stern heart can know. 

Thus having said, he vanishM from his eyei^ 
And in a moment shot into the skies: 
The king, confirm'd from heaven, alighted tfaeiiy 
And left his aged herald on the car. 
With solemn pace through various rooms ha 
And found AcbiUes in his mner tent; 
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There sate tlie hero; Alcimut the Ytta,r% 
Ai^ great Automedon, attendance gavei 
These servM his person at the royal feast: 
Around, at awful distance, stood the rest 

Upteen by these, the king his entry made 
And, prostrate now before Achilles laid, 
Sudden (a yenerable sight !) appears ; 
Emhiac'd his knees, and bathM his hands in teait| 
Those diieful hands his kisses pres^d, imbni'd 
E'en in the best, the dearest or his blood I 

As when a wretch (^who conscious of bis crinMi 
Pursued for murder, flies his native clime^ 
Just g^int some frontier, breathless, pale f amas'd t 
AH gaze, all wonder: thus AchiUes gazM: 
Thus stood th' attendants, stupid with surprise; 
All mute, vet seem to question with their eyess 
ICach iook'd on Mother, none the silence broke, 
Till thus at last the kingly suppliant spoke: 

Ah think, thou favoured of tne powers divine 1 
Think of thy father's age, and pity mine ! 
In me, that father's reverend image trace, 
Those silver hairs, that venerable fiice ; 
His trembling limbs, his helpless person, see ! 
In all my equal, but in misny! 
Yet now, perhaps, some turn of human lats 
Expels him helpleiB from his peaceful state ; 
Think, from some powerful kn thou see'st him l^« 
And bes protection with a feeble cry. 
Yet stilfone oomfoit in his soul maQrnse; 
He hears his son still lives to glad his eyas; 
And hearine, still may hope a better day 
May send mm thee to chase that foe away* 
No comfort to my grieft, no hopes remain. 
The best, the bravest of my sons are dam ! 
Yet what a race ; ere Greece to llion came. 
The pledge of many a lov'd, and lovmg dame! 
Nineteen one mother bore— Dead, all are dead ! 
How ofk, alas 1 has wretched Priam bled 1 
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Still one was Mk, their loBS to ffecampe^se ; 
His iatliei'fl hope, bis coutitiy's last defence, 
film tcx> thy iCq^e has shun ! beneath thy steel 
Unhappy in hk country's cause he fell ! 

For niin,ihiough hostile camps I bend my way; 
For him thus prostrate at thy feet I lay ; 
Lain gifts proportioned to thy wrath I bear ; 
Oh hear the ahretched, and the Gods revere ! 

Think of thy fiither, and tliis face behold ! 
See him in me, as helpless and as old ! 
I'boitth not so wretched : there he yields to mm, 
The first of men in sovereign misery! 
Thus feic'd to kneel, thus grovelling to embrace 
The scourge and ruin of my realm and race: 
Suppliant my children's murderer to implore. 
And kiss those hands yet reeking with their goft 

These words soft pity in tiie chief inspire. 
Touched with the dear remembrance of hU she. 
Then with his hand (as prostrate still he lay) 
The old man's cheek he gently tum*d away. 
Now each by .turns indulc'd the gush of wo ; 
And now the mingled tides togemer flow : 
This low on earth, that gently bending o^er» 
A father one, and one a son deplore; 
But great AcUlles difierent passions rend, 
And now his sire he mourns, and now his fiiand. 
Th* i^fectbus softness through the heroes ran ; } 
One universal solemn shower beftan ; > 

They bore as heroes, but they felt as man. ) ~ 

Satiate at length with unavailing woes, 
From the high throne divine Achifes rose ; 
The reverend monarch bt the hand he raised | 
On his white beard and Kirm majestic g^d. 
Not linreleniing: then serene began 
With words to sooth the miserable man : 

Alas ! what weight of%mgtmh hast thou kiUMm! 
Vnliappy pcinee ! thus guarcQess and alofe 
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Te pass tluougb fiMft» «ad ibas iwd^uiMcUiaM 
The man whose finy has d«8troy*d thy race ! 
Heaven ^ura has arm'd U^ee with a heait of tteol* 
A strength propodioiiM to Uie woes you ^«^ 
Risf then : let reason mitigaleour care : 
To mourn, avails not: man is bom to bewb 
Suoti is, alas ! the Gods' seveus deciee : 
Thejr, only th^^ aie blest, and only free* 
Two urns by Jove's high throne have ever stoo^ 
The source of evU ofie* and one of gpod ; 
From theace the cup of mortal roan he fills, 
Blessings to these, to those distributes ills; 
To most, he mingles both : the wretch deciMd 
To taste the bad, unmixM, is curst indeed ; 
Pursued by wrongs, by meagre famine driven. 
He wanders, qMtcaat both of eartli and heaven. 
The happiest, taste not happiness sincere ; 
But finddtbe cofdial draught is dash'd with care. 
Vfbo more than Peleus shone in wealth and pQW«r ) 
What stars concurring blest his natal hour ; 
A realm, a Goddess to his wishes given; 
Grafc'd by the Gods with all the ^fts of Heaven t 
One evil, jet, overtakes his latest day : 
No face succeeding to imperial sway ; 
An only son; andne (alas!) ordain'd 
To fall iiniimely in a foreign land. 
See him, in Troy, the pious care declkie 
Of his weak agff, to live the curse of thine ! 
Thou too» old man, bast hapjMer days beheld } 
In riches once, in ch^dren once exeell'd ; 
Elxteuded Phrygia ownM thy ample reigjo, ) 

And im &ir licibos^ bUssful seats contain, > 

And Sill wide Hellespont's unmeasur'd main. ) 
But since thie God his band has pleas'd to tunt 
And filhUiy measum fiom his bitter urn. 
What sees the son, hut hapless heroes' &Hs ? 
^v and th^ blood of men simouod tby nvfdlal 
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What must bo, mint be. Bear thy lot, nor shed 
These unavailing sorrows o'er the dead ; 
Thou canst not call him from the Stygian sfame. 
But thou, alas! may'st live to suflfer mors ! 

To whom the king: O fovour'd of the skies! s 
Here let me grow to earth ! since Heetor lies > 

On the bare beach depriv'd of obsequies. \ 

Oh, give me Hector ! to mv eyes restore 
His corse, and take the gins: I ask no more. 
Thou, as thou may'st, these boundless stores ordoy ; 
%je may*st thou sail, and turn thy wrath from Tray : 
^ shall thy pity and forbearance give 
•». weak old man to see the light and live ! 

Move me no more (Achilles tbusrepUet; 
Vhile kindlh^ anger sparkled in his eyes ;) 
for seek by tears my steady soul to bend ; 
To yield thv Hector I myself intend: 
For know, from Jove my Goddess-mother cam* 
(Old Ocean's daughter, silver-ibotad dame ;) 
Nor com'st thou but by Heaven : nor com'st i 
Some God impels with courage not thy own : 
No human hand the weighty gates unban'd, i 

Nor could the boldest of our youth have dar'd l 

To pass our out-works, or elude the guard. ) 

Cease ; lest, neglectful of high Jove's coamiaad, 
I show thee, king ! thou tread'st on hostile land; 
Release my knees, thy suppliant arts give o'er. 
And shake the purpose of my soul no mors. 

The sirs obey'd him, tremblbig and o'eraw'd; 
Achilles, like a lk>n, nishM abroad ; 
Automedon and Alcimus attend 
(Whom most he honour'd since he lost bis friead;) 
These to unyoke the mules and horses went, 
And led the hoeiy herald to the tent; 
Next heap'd on high the numerous p res ent s besr 
fGnax Hector's ransom) from the poUsh'dcai; 
Two sDlendid mantles, and a carpet spread, 
Thfj feave to cover, and enwrap the dead. 
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Then call the hanfimaidfl, with aanstant loS 

To wash the body, and anoint with oil, 

Apart from Piiam ; lest th* unhapfir sire, 

Provok'd to paasioD, onoe more rouVd to in 

The stem Fttides ; and nor sacred aee, 

Nor Jove's command, should check the rising ngi 

This done, the garments o*er tbe corse they ipreat 

Achilles lifts it to the funeral bed : 

Then, while the body on the car they lud. 

Be sroans, and calls on lo?'d Patroclus* shade: 

Ii; in that ekwm which never light must know» 
The deeds of mortals touch the ghosts below: 
O friend ! Ibigive me, that I thus fulfil 
O^estoring Hector) Heaven's imquestionM nilL 
The gifts the &ther gave, be ever tliine, 
*To grace thy manes, and adorn thy shrine. 
He said, and, entering took his seat of state, 
Where fall beibn him reverend Priam sate : 
To whom, compoeM, the spdlike chief begun: 
Lo ! to thy prayer restored, thy breathless son ; 
Extended on the funeral couch he lies, % 

And soon as morning paints the eastern skies, > 
The sight is granted to thy lon^ng eyes. « 

But now the peaceful hours of sacred night 
Demand refection, and to rest invite : 
Nor thou, O ftther ! thus consumed with wo. 
The common cares that nourish life fi>reg(». 
Not thus did Niobe, of fonn dhrine, 
A parent once, whose sonows equalled thine i 
Six youthful sons, as many blooming maids. 
In one sad day beheld the Stygian shades; 
These by Apollo's silver bow were slain, 
Those, Cynthia's anows stretchM upon the plaia 
80 was her pride chastis'd by wrath divine, 
Who match'd her own with bright Latona's line* 
Bot two the Goddess, twelve the queen enjoyM ; 
Those boasted twelve th* mvengwig two dostxoy'd. 
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Where fiur BriBeTt, bright in blooming ehuiii% 
Expects her hero with desiring arms. 
But in the porch the king and herald rest; 
Sad dreams of care 3ret wandering in th^ breast* 
Now Gods and men the gift of sleep partake ( 
Industrious Hermes only was awake, 
The king*s return revolving in bis mind, 
To pass the ramparts, and the watch to blind. 
Tlie power descending hover'd o*er his head : 
And sle(n>*st thou fiither ! (thus the vision said) 
Now doll thou sleep, when Hector is restore ? 
Nor fisar the Grecian foes, or Grecian lord ? 
Thy presence here should stem Atndes see. 
Thy still-surviving sons may sue for thee, 
May offer all thy treasures yet contain, 
To spare thy age; and o£fer all hi vaun. 

Wak*d with the word, the trembling sire arose^ 
And raisM his friend : the God before him goes ; 
He joins the mules, directs them with his hand. 
And moves m silence through the hostile land. 
When now to Xanthus* yelfow stream they dcova, 
(Xaiithus, immortal progeny of Jove,) 
The winged deity forsocK their view, 
And in a moment to Olympus flew. 
Now shad Aurora round her saffiron ray. 
Sprung through the gates of light, and gave Ubie dagr: 
utiargM with their mournful load, to Won go 
The sags and king, majestically slow 
Cassandra first beholds, from llion's spire, 
The sad procession of her hoary sire ; 
Then, as the pensive pomp advanced more near« 
(Her breathless brother stretch'd upon the bier) 
A shower of tears overflows her beauteous Cfes, 
Alarming thus all Ilion with her cries: 

Turn here your steps, and here your era en 
Ye wretched dauduers, and ye sons of Troy ! 
If o*er ye rushed m crowds, with vast deligbt, 
T» t.nii your hero glorioos from Uie fi^; 
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Now meet hiin dead, and let your sorrows flow ! 
Your common triumph, and your common wa 

In thronging crowds they issue to the plains ; 
Ifor man, nor woman, in the walls remams : 
In eveiy face the self-same grief is shown ; 
And Troy sends forth one universal groan. 
At Scea's gates they meet tlie mourning wain. 
Hang on the wheels, and grovel round the slain. 
The wife and mother frantic with despur. 
Kiss his pale cheek, and rend their scatter'd hair; 
Thus wildly wailing at the gates they lay ; 
And there bad sighM and sorrowed out the day i 
put godlike Priam from the chariot rose ; 
Forbear (he cried) this violence of woes, 
First to the palace let the car proceed. 
Then pour your boundless sorrows o*er the dead. 

The waves of people at his word divide. 
Slow rolls the chariot through the following tide 3 
E*^ to tiie palace ttie sad pomp they wait ; 
They weep and place him on tne bed of state. 
A melancholy choir attend around. 
With plaintive sighs, and music's solemn sound : 
Alternately they sing, alternate flow 
Th* obedient tear8,melodious in their wo. 
While deeper sorrows groan from each full heart, 
And nature speaks at every fuiuse of art 

First to the corse the weeping consort flew ; 
Around his neck her milk-wiiite arms she threw. 
And, oh, my Hector ! oh, my lord ! she cries, 
SnatchM in thy bloom from these desirinx eyes I 
Thou to the dismal realms for ever gone I 
And I abandoned, desolate, alone ! 
An only son, once comfort of our pain^ 
Sad product now of hapless love, remains ! 
Never to manly age that son shall rise, 
Qr with increasing graces glad my eyes ; 
For Ilion now (faw great defender slain) 
Shall sink a smoking ruin on the piain. 
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Who now protects b«r wives with guardian can? 

Who saves her infants from the ra^e of war f 

Now hostile fleets must waft those infants o*er, 

(Those wives must wait them) to a foreiep shore J 

Thou too, my son ! to barbarous climes shalt go. 

The sad companion of thy mother^s wo ; 

Driven hence a slave before the victor*s sword ; 

CondemnM to toil fur some inhuman lord : 

Or else some Greek whose Either prest the plain, 

Or son, or brother, by great Hector slain, 

In Hector's bloqd his vengeance shall enjoy. 

And hurl thee headlong from the towers of Troy. 

For thy stem father never spax'd a foe : 

Thence all these tears, and all this scene of wo ! 

Thence many evils his sad parents bore, 

His parents many, but his consort more. 

Why gav*st thou not to me thy dying hand ? 

And why receivM not I thy last command ? 

Some word thou wouldst have spoke, which, sadly dM 

My soul might keep, or utter with a tear ; 

Which never, never could be lost in air, 

FixM in mv heart, and ofl repeated there ! 

Thus to her weeping maids she makes her moan. 
Her weeping handmaids echo groan for groan. 
^ The mournful mother next sustains her parL 
\> thou, the best, \he dearest to my heart ! 
Of all my race thou most by heaven approved. 
And by tb* immortals e'en m death belovM ! 
M'hile an my other sons in barbaioiis bands 
Achilles bound, and sold to foreign lands. 
This felt no chains, but went a glorious gh08^ 
Free, and a hero, to the Stygian coast 
Sentenced, *tis true, by his inhuman doom, 
Thy noble corse was dragged around the tomb^ 
(The tomb of him tlie warlike arm had slain ;) 
Ungenerous insult, luipotent and vain 1 
Yet glow'st thou iresh witli every living grace 
X4o mark of pain, or violence of &ce ; 
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Rosy and &ir< as PhoBbui* filver bow 
Dismissed thee QsnUy to the shades below ! 

Thus spoke the dame, and melted into tean. 
Sad Helen next in pomp of grief appeara: 
Fast from the shining sluices of her eyes 
Fall the round crystal drops, while thus she cries : 

Ah, dearest friend ! in whom the Gods had )oin*d 
The mildest liianners with the bravest mind ; 
Now twice ten years (unhappy years) are o'ei 
Since Paris brought me to the Trojan sliore ; 
(O had I perish*d ere that form divme 
SeducM' tnis soft, tliis ea^ heart of mine !) 
Tet was it ne^er my &te nom thee to find 
A deed upgentle, or a word unkind ; 
When others curst the authoress of their wo, 
Thy pity clieckM my sorrows in their flow: 
If some'proud brother ey'd me with disdam, ) 

Or scornful sister with her sweeping train, > 

Thy eentle accents softenM all my pam. ^ 

For thee I mourn ; and ^ounr myself in thee, 
The wretched source of all this misery 2 
The fate I causM, for ever I bemoan ; 
Sad Helen has no friend now thou art gone ! 
Through Troy's wide streets abandon'd sliall I ioani» 
In Troy deserted, as abhorred at home ! 

So spoke the fair, with sorrow-streaming eyet 
Distressful beauty melts each stander-by ; 
On all around th' infectious sorrow grows ; 
But Priam checkM the torrent as it rose. 
Perform, ye Trojans ! what the rites require, 
And fell the forests for a funeral pyre ; 
Twelve days, nor foes nor secret ambush dread ; 
Achilles grants these honours to the dead. 

He sp(MLe, and at his word, the Trojan tiaiii 
Their mules and oxen harness to the wain. 
Pour through the gates, and fell'd from Ida's cmwi^ 
RoU'd back the gather'd fi^rest to the town. 
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These toils eontinue nine succeeding dajrsy 
And high in air a sylvan stmctuie raise. 
But when the tenth fiiir mom began to shine. 
Forth to the pile was borne the man divinei 
And placM aloft: while all, with streaming.^ye% 
Beheld the flames, and rolling smokes arise. 
Soon as Aurora, daughter of the dawn. 
With rosy lustre streak'd the dewy lawn ; 
Again the mournful crowds surround the mi% 
And quench with wine the yet remaining fire. 
The snowy bones his firiends and brothers plaot 
(With tears collected) in a golden vase; 
The golden vase in purple ^lls they rolPd, 
Of softest texture,and inwrought with gold. 
Last o*er the urn the sacred earth they spread, 
And raisM the tomb, memorial of the dead, 
(Strone euards and spies, tiU all the rites were 
Watclra from the rismg to the settmg sun.) 
An Troy then moves to Priam*s court againi 
A solenm, nlent, melancholy train; 
Assembled there* from pious toil they rest. 
And sadly shared the last sepulchral feast 
Such honours Ilkm to her hero paid. 
And peacefiil slept the mighty Hector's ibftdiL 



CONCLUSION OF THE NOTES. 

We have now passed through the Iliad, and seen tbr 
anger of Achilles, and the terrible effects of it, at an end : 
as that only was the subject of the poem, and the nature 
of epic poetry would not permit our author to proceed to 
the eyent of the war, it may, perhaps, be acceptable to 
the common reader to give a snort account of what hap- 
pened to Troy, and the chief actors in this poem, after 
the conclusion of it 

I need not mention that Troy was taken, soon after the 
death of Hector, by the stratagem of the wooden horse, 
the particulars of which are described by Vij^gil in the 
second book of the Mneis. 

Achilles fell before Troy, by the hand of Paris, by the 
dtot of an arrow in his heel, as Hector had prophesied 
at his death, book xxiL 

The unfortunate Priam was killed by ISTifaus, the son 
•f Achilles. 

AJax, after the death of Achilles, had a contest with 
Ulysses for the armour of Vulcan \ but being defeated in 
his aim, he slew himself through indignation. 

Helen, after the death of Paris, married Deiphobue, 
his brother ; and, at the lakine of Troy, betrayed him, in 
order to reconcile herself to Menelaus, her first husband, 
wIk) received her again into favour. 

Agamemnon, at his return, was barbarously murdered 
by £gystus, at the instigation of Clytemnestra, his wifiv 
who in bis absence bad dishonoured his bed with iEgy»- 
lua 

JMomed, after the ftdl of Troy, was expelled his own 
country, and scarcely escaped with life from his adul- 
terous wife JEgiale ; but at last was received by Dannus 
in Apulia, and shared his kingdom : it is uncertain liow 
he died. 

Nestor lived in peace, wftli his childian, is ^yloti hii 
aMive ooiuitry. 
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(JlysMfl also, after innumeiable troubles bv lea aad 
land, at last returned in safety to ithaoa, wlucU is the 
subject of Ho'.ner*8 Odyssey. 

r must end these remarks by dischaxgiii^ mj diiTf to 
two'of my friends, which is the more an judispensabte 
piecs of justice, as the one of them is since dead : the 
4ner;t of their kindness to me will appear infinitely the 
greater, as the task they undertook was, hi its own na* 
ture,of much moie labour than either pleasure or rcpo- 
tatioo. The larger part of the extracts from Eustathius, 
fogedier with several excellent observations, were sent 
me by Mr. Broome : and the whole essay on Homer «as 
written, upon such memoirs as I had collected, by the 
late Dr. PameU, archdeacon of Clogher in Ireland : how 
very much that gentleman's friendship prevailed over his 
genius, m detaining a writer of his spirit in the drudgsfj 
of removing the rubbish of past pedants, will soon »• 
pear to the world, when the^ shall see those beautiral 
pieces of poetry, the publication of which he left to mT 
charge, almost witli his dying breath. 

For what remains, I b^ to be excused ftom the cei^ 
monies of taking leave at the end of my work ; and ftoa 
embarrassing myself, or others, with any defences or apo* 
lories about it. But instead of endeavouring to raise i 
▼ain monument to myself, of the merits or difficulties of 
it (which must be left to the world, to truth, and to pos- 
Centy) let me leave behind roe a memorial of my firiend 
#iip with one of the most valuable of men, as well ai 
finest writers, of my age and country : one who has tried, 
and knows by his own experience, how hard an unde^ 
taking it is to do justice to Homer : and one who, (1 am 
sure,) sincerely rejoices with me at tne period of my la- 
bours. To him, therefore, having brought this long warit 
to a conclusion, I desire to dedicate it ; and to have the 
honour and satis&ction of placingtogether, in this man- 
Mr, the names ot Mr. CONGRKYE, and of 

ilfardk 25, 1730. 
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